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Purpose of Transvestia 


TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides — 


EDUCATION — ENTERTAINMENT — EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve — 
UNDERSTANDING — SELF ACCEPTANCE — PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu- 
ality, bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro- 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field. 


POPP DP PDD DDO DPD AP OLD LPO LP MAD AD LOL LPP OPI 
THE COVER SYMBOL 


The symbol on the cover expresses the philosophy of this publication. 
The head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides — mind (Wisdom) 
and face (Beauty). 


The lateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the 
“Yang” (masculinity) and the “Yin” (femininity) — the two aspects of 
human nature. 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being — not 
all masculine — mind and reason, abstract and unseen — and not all 
feminine — beauty, desirability, and appearance, but rather an integra- 
tion of both. 


POPP PDP DODD IDO DDD DDI LIPO LIIPIP 
A “SAYING” OF JESUS 
“When you make the two one... and when you make the 


MALE AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE ... 
then shall you enter the kingdom.” 


From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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PRINCESS LAKE 


continued from TV #92 


—— 


“I'm bothered about the weapon,” Hamilton said at last, looking out 
at the excellent view of the lake. There were women now all over the 
beach and an impromptu game of volleyball was in progress between 
two bikini’ed teams, their bright lipstick clear even at the distance of 
the cabaret from the lakeshore. 


Kim Winter had a wrap around his otherwise bare shoulders. He 
waited quite naturally for Bud to step ahead and open the door to the 
‘schoolhouse,’ a long, dark cabin opposite the natural focus of the 
camp, the brightly painted ‘club,’ “I don’t know that the children can 
help you,” Kim paused and glanced at his female reflection in the 
long mirror just inside the door. It showed a tall brunette woman with 
shapely ankles in the dark-tinted stockings, set off so neatly by the 
open-toed, black suede high heels. 


“You said they were all over the beach yesterday,” Hamilton 
stated. The small hallway led into a long room, where there were rows 
upon rows of wig blocks. The lecturer, a brunette woman, whose voice 
was so controlled and crisp that she had to be ‘real,’ was showing her 
class of a dozen male transvestites, all femininely attired, how to take 
care of their wigs and how to re-style them as needed. 


“Cassie, said Kim, beckoning. Several looked up from the task of 
setting the light blonde wig on the short man with heavy, dark eye- 
brows. One look at the detective, and eyes, enhanced by eyeliner, 
false eyelashes and a variety of different shades of eyeshadow, 
shifted away demurely. 
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A small transvestite, in a tight, light blue dress, wearing a dark 
‘beehive’ wig, left the group reluctantly and came over to Kim. 
“Yes,” the voice was barely disguised from its natural tenor. 


The lesson had now stopped and Hamilton could feel the nervous 
glances cast in his direction. “Let's walk on,” said Kim softly, leading 
the way through the narrow passage into the ‘workrooms’ beyond. In 
the first, a young man, without a concealing hairpiece was being 
made up by a woman ‘expert’. 


“I just have to shape your eyebrows, Karen,” she was laughing. 


“Please don't,” the young man also wore a tight dress, more suitable 
to an evening out than for the late afternoon. “The other guys at work 
... His voice tailed off as the ‘expert’ began to laugh and apply 
tweezers unmercifully. The class rocked with quite unfeminine 
laughter as Karen's eyebrows were worked on. Despite the protests, 
Bud noted that Karen's thin arms were free and yet ‘she’ did nothing 
to stop the makeup expert from shaping the eyebrows to almost a 
feminine nothing. 

The workshop was empty, save for racks of dresses and costumes on 
long racks. “You can talk to the kids best,” Kim said when the door 
closed behind Cassie. 


Cassie turned ‘her’ head, large, beaded earrings clanking, giving 
Hamilton a strange view of the ‘woman’. His small mouth, pale pink 
and shiny, opened to reveal extraordinarily white teeth. If it hadn't 
been for the traces of shadow about his jaw, and the dark hair of his 
arms and legs, Cassie would have made a good-looking woman. “Why 
should I?” he asked, again in his soft tenor tones. 


“I need to know,” said Hamilton directly, “everything that everyone 
saw on the path were Betty Ewell was killed and on the beach, 
yesterday afternoon. It could get everyone out of here without the 
Sheriff arresting everyone and making his charges public.” Cassie 
regarded him stolidly. “It could keep this Camp open.” 


Cassie looked at Kim who made an elegant shrug, his heavy silver 
earrings glinting in the slanted rays of the late afternoon sun, 
piercing the dusty, west-facing windows. “The kids of transvestites 
aren't like other kids,” said Cassie slowly. “They won't want to come 
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forward with suggestions — not like other kids — to a policeman. 
Certainly not those who are observant enough to be of help to you.” 


“So, I need your help,” said Bud Hamilton firmly. He looked straight 
at the man in the pale blue dress until Cassie's mascara-covered 
lashed dropped. 


es ke & kee * 


It took some time before Cassie had finally said, “I'll talk to them,” 
and had taken off, leaving them alone in the ‘workshop’. 


Kim Winter sighed as the door closed with a hiss. “What makes you 
think they can help at all?” he asked at last. 


Hamilton scowled. “I don't know for sure,” he said, opening a door 
to allow Kim to precede him deeper into the long ‘schoolhouse.’ The 
model walking down the ramp moved so gracefully, her makeup so 
perfect, her long hair, brushed, natural and shiny, that Bud guessed 
that she couldn't be a man. The long evening gown swirled about her 
and the rapt audience, all women, applauded rapidly and loudly as 
the mode! did several fast dance steps to the accompanying music 
and swept from the stage. A thin, dark model took her place—her 
white, flimsy dress clinging to her curves, her cleavage fuller than 
Bud had seen on most professional models. Her eyes were black 
circles under the dark makeup, but softened by her soft, pink-white 
skin. 


“This year's graduates,” said Kim absently, as he walked on 
towards the exit door. “I'll speak to the wives for you. If the children 
have found anything, I'm sure the mothers will know.” 


ec ke ke we ek fe 


The Conway Sisters were in superb form that evening, both literally 
and figuratively. The background music was taped but their singing 
was “live.” Lana’s husky contralto was a perfect match for Jeannette’s 
soprano, and of course, they looked as ‘real’ as they sounded. Whether 
as dusky slave girls doing most suggestive belly dances, or as wild, 
red-headed can-can dancers, the two never revealed for one moment 
that they were men. Nor at the end of their act did they say a word to 
let the audience, who knew of course, into the secret. They could 


4 


Jransvestia 


have earned a living anywhere as female dancers, and probably, 
thought Bud, they did on occasions. 


The Sisters joined Bud at the ‘police table’ while a very young 
transvestite did his Mae West imitation. “I really enjoyed your act,” 
he said, standing and smiling, while Calesi and Buchanan sat back 
stolidly in the shadow of the wall. 


Jeannette lifted the hem of the long, narrow evening dress. 
“Thanks,” she murmured, as she sat in front of Calesi, breathing quite 
hard, her cleavage in protracted feminine movement as the young 
detective eyed her in strange fascination. 

“You wanted to speak to us again,” Lana’s eyes were very definitely 
outlined in black, the green eyeshadow powdered, from false eye- 
lashes to finely shaped eyebrows, on her eyelids. Her dark hair was 
loose about her shoulders, “stardust” glittering through, even out- 
shining the small, exquisite diamond clusters at her ears. Her off-the- 
shoulder gown matched Jeannette’s but she sat more primly, casting 
a wary eye at the detective-sergeant. 


“About Darlene’s dates,” said Bud. 


“They intrigue you?” Lana’s mouth curled with the barbed insult, 
but Bud refused to be put out. 


“Of course,” he said, smiling broadly until it was ‘she’ who looked 
away in confusion, and caught the scorn in the faces of the Tremayne 
detectives. “Oh, Frank, Johnny,” said Bud quietly. “Why don't you 
check the perimeter right now with the guards? We're supposed to 
check at midnight — and one of you can call in to the Medical 
Examiner. Try putting a rocket under him, will you? He hasn't ap- 
pareutly got from me the urgency of our business here.” 


‘The two men looked almost relieved to be asked to leave. They 
pushed past Jeannette and Lana without a word and hurried from the 
Cabaret without a glance at the finely arrayed crowd. They left Bud 
Hamilton as the only male-attired person in the place. 


“Kinky, isn’t it?” said Jeannette, her pink lips pouting at the ser- 
geant. “You're the only stud in the place, heh? A sultan with all his 
harem?” You can choose whatever you want for the night. So, which 
one would you choose if you could?” 
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Bud laughed and reached into his pocket for a new pack of 
Chesterfields. He broke the seal and took one for himself without 
offering one to the other. “No,” he said quietly. “I don’t choose. I let 
you be what you are, and then I let you be. And this isn’t the kind of 
harem I would choose. However, to business.” 


Jeannette seemed a little put out at his statement and so it was 
Lana who finally spoke about the men in Darlene’s life. “She kept a 
scrapbook for a time — centerfolds from Playgirl — she called it her 
collection. But I got upset with her for keeping pictures of men and 
she stopped. I guess we should have known then what she really was. 
Or at least, that she wasn’t like us, eh, Jeannette?” Jeannette nodded 
guickly. On stage a platinum blonde with shoulder length hair was 
doing an ‘interpretative’ dance. In a tight black costume to curve 
‘her’ figure, in fishnet stockings with a blue lace garter at almost the 
top of ‘her’ thigh, the young transvestite was showing off impressive 
gymnastic ability, all the time managing to thrust forward bright red 
lips in a girlish pout. 


“Who is that?” asked Lana, breaking off. 


“Another Darlene,” breathed Jeannette. “She’s very good.” The tiny 
black velvet bow about the ‘girl's’ throat concealed ‘her’ adam's 
apple so well that again Bud was surprised by how much a man 
could, with skill and persistence, convince the spectator that he was 
a woman. 


“Did she ever have a woman as a friend?” Bud asked and the two 
looked at him blankly. 


The silk gown made a soft sliding sound as Lana turned back re- 
gretfully to him. “Never, as I recall," she said. “Kim might remember 
someone here before we signed her up. But with us, particularly over 
the last year, it's been men — usually big guys — truckers, ranchers, 
the like — those she could control not to go too far. Those were the 
kind she went out with.” 


“Did she know she was being replaced?” asked Bud. 


“Yes,” said Lana, reaching into the tiny, sequinned purse for one of 
her menthol cigarettes. “But it was funny. She just laughed at me 
when I told her she was through. She said it wasn't going to happen.” 
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“Did she know it was Jill who was going to replace her?” 


“Yes,” Lana glanced at Jeannette, but her ‘Sister’ was engrossed in 
the reverse strip Darlene was doing, clothing herself as an eighteenth 
century courtesan. “But she said it could never happen. She said Jill 
would never be the one to take her place.” 


Bud brooded on that for a moment. Applause broke his thoughts 
and he joined in too as Darlene skipped lightly from the stage. With 
Kim about the introduce a chorus line of ‘waitresses’, lined up in a 
giggling parade, ostrich feathers and petticoats swirling in masses, 
Lana stood up. “I want to talk to Jill,” she said. “I'm sorry I couldn't be 
of help.” 


“Oh, you've been of great help,” said Bud. “I couldn't have solved 
this case without you.” 
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As Bud turned off the main walk, later that night, to enter the cabin 
assigned to the police, he found Cassie waiting for him at the dark 
side of the doorway. A woman was with her, a dark-haired woman 
who refused at first to give her name. She had an oilskin—covered 
package for the detective. “The boys swam to the other side of the 
bridge,” she explained. That was the deep part of the lake near a 
steep outcropping of rock at the east border of the camp. well away 
from the beaches and the femininely dressed men. “They were in the 
trees when the policeman threw the package into the lake — and 
they didn’t tell me about it till this afternoon. Lisa, that’s their father, 
still doesn't know. I've been nearly out of my mind. But Cassie said it 
would be all right if I just brought it to you... .” Her voice trailed off. 


“Of course,” said Bud. “But come on in and answer some questions. 
I want to make sure I've got this absolutely straight.” 
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Calesi and Buchanan had been talking together for quite a while 
that morning. Hamilton ‘napped’ at the desk. Finally, he could stand 
it no longer. “O.K., Frank,” he said putting his feet down, “Why don’t 
you ask me about it?” 
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Buchanan tumed from the doorway where the shorter Calesi was 
left gesturing at thin air. The big guy looked embarassed, puzzled 
and upset all at the same time. “How come we're not pulling in more 
of these queens for questioning?” he blurted out. “You've been 
resting for a couple of hours now — and shouldn't we have been 
locating where all of your supects were at the time of the murders? 
You've hardly questioned anyone about the second murder.” 


“That's right,’‘ said Hamilton. “But, though I don't have all the 
information I need yet — I think I have enough.” He patted the 
drawer with the newly wrapped parcel Lisa’s wife had given him the 
previous night — before she had slipped away so furtively that 
neither of the Tremayne detectives was aware of her visit. 


The phong rang. Hamilton snapped it from its cradle before either 
of the others could move. He listened for a while and then grunted, 
“Thanks, doc,” before hanging up. 


“Well?” Buchanan stared at the abstracted detective. 


“Oh,” Hamilton stood up. “It appears that I was correct in my 
surmise. Betty Ewell was, in fact, a man. A man, that is, until he 
underwent several operations to change his sex.” 


Buchanan and Calesi watched Hamilton as he began to shuffle 
several of his notes and maps atop the desk. “So what's that do to 
with the case?” asked Buchanan. 


“Sets up several interesting motives for murder, doesn’t it?” mused 
Hamilton. “So, you tell me. Who did it? 


Buchanan looked back blankly. But Calesi snapped his fingers. 
“The Ewell guy,” he said sharply. “He musta known his wife was 
really another guy. So, he’s probably lyin’ alla the time.” 


Hamilton nodded. “Good thinking,” he said. “And it still might be 
on the evidence so far.” 


“You don't think so?” Calesi’s brows were furrowed. 
Bud shook his head. “Strength,” he said. “I doubt very much if any 


of the people here have the strength to push a knife into the heart 
with just one blow. It takes strength and a certain expertise.” 
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“So, who...” began Buchanan. 


“I think we'll arrest the waitress, Jill,” said Hamilton calmly. “I want 
you, Frank, to find the Sheriff and ask him for a search warrant for her 
place here and for her address in town which Kim Walter will give 
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you. 
Calesi was open-mouthed in surprise. “But, why her?” he asked. 


“She wanted Darlene Draper's place in the Conway Sisters,” said 
Bud quietly. “But we didn't know that she was going to get it 
anyway. She had access and opportunity to the staff hallway where 
none of the clients here would ever go.” 


“And Betty Ewell?” asked Calesi, disbelief in his voice. 


“Probably knew that Darlene had a rendezvous with Jill that night. 
We'll get it all after we arrest her.” Bud's manner was as assured as 
Calesi’s in the halting way he left, was uncertain. 


Buchanan watched Hamilton relax back in the office chair. “You 
did that on precious little evidence,” said the big guy, his eyes 
narrowed. “What was on the note Winter wrote you?” 


“Nothing of real importance,” said the sergeant casually. “Now, call 
in Jill and Kim Winter, will you?” 
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Sheriff Mel Gantsby came storming into the office, Johnny Calesi 
several feet behind. He stopped dead still when he saw the silver- 
haired Jill sitting demurely on the chesterfield beside Kim now well- 
outiftted in a little, black, strapless dress showing plenty of silk- 
covered leg. 


“You wanted a search warrant,” said Gantsby slowly, looking at Jill, 
but speaking to Hamilton. 


“Yes,” said Hamilton carefully. “I intend to arrest Kim Winter and 
Jill here, and charge them jointly with the murders of Betty Ewell and 
Arthur George Draper.” 
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“What!” Kim Winter had jumped to his high-heeled feet. “B-but 
that's preposterous.” 


“Sit down,” barked Gantsby. He turned to the detective as the two 
femininely clad figures moved closer, alarm on their pretty painted 
faces, huddling together on the long chair. 


“I don't want any slip-ups on this one,” said Gantsby carefully. 
) “Despite what I said, I’d rather that the innocent go free, than be put 
through the kind of circus that this case would entail for sure. At the 
; same time, I don’t want any murderer walking free and clear out of 
this camp. So, show me the evidence.” 


“Motive,” said Hamilton calmly. “Darlene Draper wouldn't give up 
her job with the Conway Sisters, even though the other two wanted 
Jill in her place. Kim Winter said she'd fix that .. .” 


Kim's face flushed. “But I didn’t mean that .. .” 


“Opportunity,” Hamilton cut him off. “I don't really have to repeat 
Kim Winter's movements before the discovery of the body, and Jill 
stayed behind a moment to talk over the problem of Darlene.” There 
was a sudden gesture by Jill, confirming what had only been a guess. 


“Then, there’s the question of intent, as well as the weapon,” 
Hamilton was now frowning at Kim. He opened the drawer on the 
right side of the desk, and withdrew a large bayonet. “Found and 
brought to me by the wife of one of the guests here,” he said, as the 
others stared at it, entranced. Bud looked at Gantsby. “In Jill's apart- 
ment here or in Tremayne, if the address is listed in the camp record 
is correct, I think we'll find more evidence of Jill's connection to the 
Draper person. The visit by the Conway Sisters was planned long ago 
and we'll find correspondence between them and Jill, won't we?” he 
asked. Jill's frightened face gave every indication that Bud would find 
something. “Too bad, the Ewell dame, a sex change by the way,” he 
said to Gantsby, “was so friendly to Darlene. So, they had to kill 
again, but this time we have a witness who saw Jill down past the 
bridge, just after the time of the second killing, quite near to where 
this was found.” He tapped the desk beside the knife. “Read them 
their rights, will you, Frank, and then you can take them to Tremayne 
for arraingment.” 


“No,” Gantsby moved suddenly, his hand upraised. Buchanan had 
the small card with the rights to be read on each arrest half of out his 
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pocket. “Forget it, Frank.” He had grabbed Calesi by the arm, and 
had begun to usher both he and Buchanan out of the door. “Just wait 
outside till I explain something to Hamilton.” 


The two detectives glanced at Hamilton who nodded to them that it 
was O.K. with him. When the door was shut, and his men were out- 
side, Gantsby tumed to Hamilton and eyed him furiously, “what kind 
of stupid nonsense is that you're spouting?” he demanded. 


“What's wrong with it, Sheriff?” asked the detective slowly. 


“Everything!” roared the Sheriff. He looked now at Jill, whose lower 
lip was quivering, and who was brushing away tears that threatened 
to streak the thick mascara on ‘her’ lower lids. 


“You'll have to show me where I'm wrong,’ " said Bud carefully, “or I 
shall have to insist on the arrest.” 


Something was working on Gantsby’s face. Finally, he breathed 
deeply and said, “All right. You can arrest them. I'll have John Doe 
warrants issued. No need to drag this out in public. No, don't worry,” 
he grunted at Kim and Jill, who both looked like they wanted to talk 
to him. “You'll both be released in no time. This case is too flimsy for 
words. The D.A. won't waste his time with it as it stands.” 


As Gantsby turned to the door, Bud said gently, “I'll arrest them by 
their correct names, Sheriff — Kim Winter and,” he paused, “Peter 
Gantsby.” 


The Sheriff stopped dead in his tracks. A look of pure savagery 
crossed his face as he turned towards the feminine figures. 


A wail came from Jill's mouth. “I didn't tell him, Dad, honest I didn't. 
I didn’t tell him anything.” 


“Keep quiet,” the words came out thickly. Gantsby’s neck and jaw 
tightened as his hand strayed to his holster. 


“If you'd known that Winter knew about Jill, would you have killed 
him too?” asked Bud lightly. 


Gantsby's eyes tightened into slits and slowly realization dawned 
in his eyes. “You know it all?” he asked gruffly. 
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“From the first I knew it was likely to be someone outside of the 
group here,” said Hamilton, watching the others, trying to devine if 
he would really pull out his gun. “The strength, you see, and the 
expertise required to kill not one, but two in a row, made it more than 
a lucky happening. Did Darlene Draper threaten to reveal who Jill 
was if she took her place in the Sisters?” The Sheriff's stricken face 
showed that Bud's surmise was correct. “She really went for you, too, 
is that right? So you conned her and treated her like a woman; but she 
wouldn't let Jill take over from her, would she? How far did you get 
with her? Or should I say, him? After all, he hadn't been operated on 
yet, huh, or was he just conning you with talk like that anyway?” 
Gantsby’s eyes glittered, and Bud could see that he was on very 
dangerous ground. “Then, there were the visits by the Sheriff. For a 
man who was so bitter about the camp, you spent an inordinate 
amount of time here. Yes, I knew you had the motive, the opportunity 
and likely the means but I needed the proof. The kids who saw .. .” 


“And so you used him,” Gantsby pointed to the disheveled youth, 
who was staring from one to the other in open-mouthed awe, “to 
smoke me out.” 


“Yes,” said Hamilton, hearing the gasp and rustle of silk as Kim sat 
back on the long chair. The Sheriff's gun cleared its holster. “And,” 
Bud pointed at the desk set, “that’s why I left on the P.A. system into 
this building.” 


For a moment, rage poured through Gantsby’s eyes, but then it 
subsided. “I see,” he said finally, his shoulder drooping with 
resignation. He tumed to the ‘waitress’ on the couch. “Peter?” he said, 
a catch in his voice. The silver-haired ‘girl’ stood up, smoothing out 
‘her’ little mini-skirt, showing off her shapely, fishnet-stockinged legs. 
“Peter!” it was like a sob. Then, in a flash, the Sheriff was off, flinging 
the door open, running hard for the street. 


There was a muffled shout from the street, followed by more shouts, 
and then shots. Kim and Jill were unable to move; only Bud, seating 
himself and rocking a little on the swivel chair, was fully in command 
when Calesi burst into the office. 


“The Sheriff’s dead!” he exclaimed, amazement in his voice. 
“He fired at us! Fired at us!’’ He looked at Hamilton in bewilderment. 
“What went on in here?” 
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Kim spoke suddenly, harshly. “Didn't you hear it all on the P.A.?” 


Calesi shook his head. “It's not on,” he said. “We disconnected it 
earlier, like you said, sergeant.” 


“You did right,” Bud said, with a thin smile, feeling Kim and Jill 
staring at him. “I doubt Sheriff Gantsby intended to kill anyone else.” 


“He was a fine cop to the end,” said Bud. “He couldn't see an inno- 
cent person arrested for a crime he'd committed himself.” 


Hamilton's battered, old desk hadseveral thick folders stacked 
beside the typewriter. He sighed, and hung his coat over the back of 
the chair. 


“Hey, Bud,” Monroe, newly promoted to Detective, trying to be 
affable with everyone, swivelled away from the report he was typing, 
and asked, “Did you have a good holiday?” 


“Kind of,” said Bud cautiously, thinking of the one day he'd spent in 
repeated conversations with district attorneys, judges and police 
officials before he’d caught the midnight plane home. 


“An open-and-shut case, I heard,” Monroe was smiling, showing 
strong, white teeth in a well-tanned face. 


“It's closed now,” said Hamilton, picking up the first folder. Just 
then, Lieutenant Frank Matek came into the office, a surly expression 
on his face. Monroe eased back to his typing and his machine began 
to clack furiously. 


“Got word from Tremayne,” said Matek sourly. “Thanks for our 
assistance and there won't be any need for you to return for the 
inquest. Seems like they hardly needed you at all.” 


Hamilton was reading rather than listening. But as Matek spoke, he 
thought of Kim, in a printed summer dress, quite low cut, a trim femi- 
nine figure with soft brunette hair blowing about his powdered cheeks 
waving to Hamilton as the line moved out to the plane, the only one 
to think that he would need a ride to the airport, not a bit out of place 
among the wives and sweethearts waving goodbye to other travel- 
lers. “No,” he said, “they didn't need me at all.” 
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The life I lead is often dull, not much to recommend it. 
But even boredom has its cure if you really want to end it. 
Some people take up golf or cards, while others take up fishing. 
My cure, though you might think it strange, 

can be described as “wishing.” 


I wish for money, fame, and all the things most people do. 

But I also wish I was a girl ... now I know THAT'S strange to you. 
Life can often make demands a person just can't handle. 

I've found a safety valve for me in make-up, dress, and sandal. 


When pressures start to get me down, near the end of every day, 
I know that I can hurry home and let off steam this way. 

At six-foot-two I'm not petite, I'm sure you will not doubt it, 

I make a rather awesome girl, there’s no two ways about it. 


Yet when I'm dressed my mind's at ease 

and softness can surround me; 
The problems that I face each day no longer plague or hound me. 
In make-up, dress, and underthings I am at peace with life. 
There's just one thing that’s missing then — 

a really class “A” wife. 


“Aye, there's the rub,” as Shakespeare says 
and I couldn't put it better; 
I know she’s out there in the world, but I don’t know how to get her. 
I don't believe it's really wrong, this thing that I like doing, 
But still it sure can make things rough when I finally get to “wooing.” 


I've heard the tale of many a man (whom I could call my sister) 
Whose wife found out about his girl and angrily dismissed her. 
And so I wonder what she'll think, this girl whose love I need, 
When my closet door is opened wide and my skeleton is freed. 


I hope she'll say she likes my girl and will help to cultivate her, 
And if she does then you can bet I'll do all I can to mate her. 
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WENDI'S REVENGE 


Marcia K.—MN — ee SS 


I met Wendi quite by accident through some friends of mine. She is 
a nurse and works at the large general hospital here in town. It was 
quite innocently at a party that we met and started talking. I had 
always been interested in the nursing profession and thus knew more 
than she thought a mere man would know. My own profession of com- 
mercial artist also interested her since she had talents in art, too. Of 
course, I was more or less of a “free agent” doing work on consign- 
ment through Centurian Advertisements Inc. You'd probably never 
hear of them unless you needed some ads made and did not have the 
resources to do them yourself. You could contact the “Cents” and 
they would contact the nearest agent of theirs by mail or phone and 
off they would go. The agent set up the ads and such and the com- 
pany got a percentage without really dealing too much with customer 
or with the admen. 


Well, like I said, I met Wendi and we hit it off. We had a few dates 
and on one of these she had a minor disaster when one of her bra 
straps broke and her breast sagged to a rather unnatural position. 
She broke down and admitted that she was rather flat chested. At 
that I'm afraid that I broke out laughing. It somehow hit me as so very 
funny in light of my own TV activities (which, however, I could not 
explain to her). My laughter really hit her very hard and she got 
seething mad. I tried to joke her out of the anger but it did not seem 
to help. When we parted she was still angry even though I had 
already long put it out of my mind. What I did not know was that she 
was one of those people that held grudges and I had just made a bad 
error which she could gloss over on the surface but which was still 
burning quietly in the back of her head. Nevertheless, a week later 
when I asked her for a date she accepted and we saw more of each 
other. 
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As time went by, I learned more of her and her ways and she did 
the same for my life. Slowly we saw more and more of each other. 
Never again was the incident of my laughter mentioned, even in- 
directly. When I began to get serious about my relationship to her, I 
ran into the conflict of my TV activities and what, when, and how to 
tell her. I knew that I would eventually have to tell her if I were to get 
more serious. Thus I prepared my story and with a lot of trepidation 
managed to steer the conversation that way and told her as well as I 
could about my own “deviation” from the “normal.” She replied that 
she knew some about the whole TV process but had never met one 
before. When I mentioned that I had already had my beard removed 
by electrolysis, her eyes fairly twinkled with some sort of mirth but 
she did not let it out and it was not enough to really try to pry out. I 
see now that I should have. I just figured that she was in an accepting 
mood, which she was anyway. She quizzed me further, but all seemed 
to go well and she was not pessimistic or nasty or cynical. We talked 
it out and I left feeling quite good about it. Yet I could not bring 
myself to dress for her. She asked many times but I never seemed able 
to get up the nerve. We were close enough in size that I could 
probably have worn her clothes without difficulty but there was a 
barrier. It is one thing to admit the desires and yet another to actually 
practice them before someone else, especially when you have never 
really done it before anyone. We continued to see each other and we 
got to know each other better on a basis that was incidentally getting 
more and more intimate. 


I remember the night that we first actually slept together. When she 
had stripped and stood there with her flat chest, and it was flat, I 
again had to laugh, well it was more like a chuckle, but the old anger 
flared up again in her eyes and she quipped how I'd like to have her 
with large breasts that were pendulous and uncomfortable and 
positively sensuous. I replied it would be nice if she did have breasts, 
to which she replied that she had been thinking of having implants 
but was not sure if she should. I said that it would be nice, as we 
began petting and such, to which she replied that “she'd see.” I must 
say that for being as flat-chested as she was, she sure was all woman 
and really knew more than just reading could teach her. Needless to 
say we had a wonderful time. 


Next morning she said that she had made the decision during the 
night to have the implants to help her “life in bed.” I said to her that 
she did not have to for my sake. But she had made up her mind, and 
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I'd found out by then that when she had made up her mind to do 
something, it took only such minor things as natural worldwide 
disasters to turn her away from doing it. She also made the comment 
that she had learned also in that night that despite my TV “variation” 
that I was also very much a man and could satisfy any woman. It 
hadn't even occured to me that she would ever question such abili- 
ties. In retrospect, however, I guess she was right in questioning it 
since, after all, any man who has urges to take the opposite role 
would most likely take them in more than one way and would pos- 
sibly be impotent or passive or both (I was neither and very glad of it 
... as she was, also, to see the smile she gave me during the discus- 
sion). 


We decided to get married. I had to be able to take her schedule at 
the hospital, a schedule that was never very regular and she had to 
be able to take my variations from the norm. We both agreed we 
could (even though she had not seen me dressed) and a date was set. 
She had wanted to get the implants before the ceremony (and 
“wedding night”) but had to wait till the week after we returned. 


When we were married, she had a number of the nurses from the 
hospital as witnesses. Since I had no family and not that many 
friends, almost everyone who came was a friend of hers. Anyway, 
there was a very miniscule service at a Justice of the Peace with only 
about half a dozen people there. We didn't have much of a honey- 
moon either. But again, we didn't really need much. She was some- 
what surprised at the wardrobe that I brought with me. Yet I could 
not dress for her until I was actually “caught” at it when she came in 
when I was not expecting her less than a week after our marriage. 


I remember the incident. I had no reason to work since I had just 
gotten a good project finished and was waiting for another. I was far 
enough from the company’s “home ground” that I was almost always 
contacted by mail which meant that a project finished would mean a 
good lag time between old project and new one. Wendi had left for 
work that mornng and my plans to dress materialized. 


I had always had good lingerie of high quality. I donned the 
padded bra after some taping of my normally flabby and hairless 
chest to produce a cleavage. A fairly tight panty girdle did well to 
hide my masculinity. Panties, pantihose and a lacy slip followed to 
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provide a soft basis. These were then covered by a slim skirt and a 
white blouse that let enough of the lingerie show through to be en- 
ticing. I put on my high heels, delighting in the feel of the nylon- 
covered foot sliding so easily into the shoe. I set out my wig and then 
sat down at Wendi's vanity where I proceeded to put on my makeup, 
borrowing some of hers. Once the makeup was complete and to my 
liking, I decided to put on some nails and so got my nail polish and 
proceeded to put on one coat. I was just finishing the second coat 
when Wendi walked in. 


There I sat, dressed to the teeth plus some, so to say, but with no 
wig. She stopped and stared. 


“Is that you?” she stammered. 


I was practically speechless. “I was when I got up this morning,” 
was all I could reply, in an attempt at levity. 


She smiled. “Why, honey, you're beautiful. I can see that even with- 
out the wig. And also I can see above the neckline some cleavage ... 
have you been doing some implanting of your own?” 


“Thank you for the compliment.” I blew from my lipsticked mouth 
on to my equally red fingemails to hurry the drying. “No this is just 
one of the tricks of the trade, as they say. It’s an illusion.” ” 


“I don't see why you never dressed for me. You are just smashing. I 
mean ...” she paused, “you look so feminine.” 


I reached over and set the wig on my head, for the moment 
ignoring her as she watched my every movement. When [ had it fairly 
right, I worked it over a bit with a comb and brush till it looked about 
as right as I could get it. I then turned to her and stood up. “I'm sorry, 
I shouldn't really be doing this, I suppose.” 


As I stood up, she sat down on one of the chairs or appropriately, 
she collapsed, a look of disbelief on her face. “Walk some, would 
you,” she said. 


I took a few steps this way, then that, trying to remember to be 
feminine but not too much. When I was dressed this way, there was 
some sort of a change that seemed to take over and the movements 
that I made were different from my everyday ways. 
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“My, oh my!” was all that she could say. 


Finally I stopped. “What has brought you home so soon? I hadn't 
expected you until later.” 


“Mm, I can see that you obviously didn’t ...” she said. “Well, I made 
the final arrangements for the implants to be done. They gave me 
today off to get all in order ... they are to be done tomorrow. Can you 
come to the hospital with me?” 


“Why, do I have to give you permission?” 


“Well, there are some forms to sign but I'd just like to have you 
there. You said that you were finished with the last project, didn't 
you? There is no real reason you couldn't take a couple of days off is 
there?” 


“Of course not, if you want me to.” I went over to a chair and sat 
down after smoothing my skirt under me. Wendi was apparently quite 
impressed with my mannerisms and the fluidity of my movement. I 
always seemed to have an extra modicum of grace when I was 
dressed like this. I then rose and went over to where I had left my 
purse. I opened it and rummaged around in it since it was full of this, 
that and other stuff, until I pulled out a thin lighter and a pack of 
“femme” cigarettes. I proceeded to pull one out, lit it and then put the 
lighter and cigarette pack back into the purse. 


“I didn’t know you smoked, Mark.” The last word seemed to hang in 
her throat and stay there. She was watching me very intently with 
that same look of incredulity that she had when she first walked in. 
“I'd never noted any ashes, butts or smoke.” 


“That's because I only smoke when dressed and always clean up 
after myself, long before your return.” I walked back over to the chair 
near the ash tray. As I seated myself, I was at my graceful best, 
smoothing my skirt out beneath me. “Well, now that you've seen me, 
do you want an annulment? Now that you've seen that I am such a 
kook?” 


This tactic seemed to take her by surprise and she stammered a bit 


on the reply, “Well ... but ... 1... why should, uh, I want to have any 
sort of an annulment? If anything I should be jealous, yes jealous... 
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of my own husband?” She stopped there and thought a bit and then 
continued, “No, Mark, I don’t want an annulment unless for some 
reason you do. I had anticipated this moment long ago but had not 
anticipated the totality of your appearance ... you are quite feminine 
and seem more womanly than even I could be.” She arose and paced 
a bit. “I anticipated, like I said, that you would eventually dress for 
me but I had expected to be able to perhaps help-you with some part 
of it or to help you shake it, whichever you really wanted to do.” She 
stopped in front of me and looked down at me. “But the image you 
present is quite different than what I expected. I thought you were 
lacking in some parts in the male image, you know, muscles and such, 
but I see now that the image would not allow such.” 


“I didn't want to dress for you since I have never done it before 
others.” I puffed the cigarette, noting, as I always invariably did, the 
redness that spread out on the filter as part of my lipstick was trans- 
ferred to it. I could have wished for longer fingernails, but could 
make do with what I had. “All of my practicing and such had always 
been done alone ... you know, the classical ‘closet’ case.” I looked at 
her knowing that I had more mascara on than she and that beneath 
my blouse was probably more loose skin than under hers although 
both of us seemed to sport the same size bra. I was trying my best to 
keep cool and calm under the circumstances since I was more unsure 
of myself and the image that I had. I felt it was good and not marred, 
but I had never had the mirror of someone else's scrutiny to actually 
measure where I was and what it was that I was doing in this respect. 
“How am I?” 


“Well, as far as I can see, you are tremendous.” She scrutinized me 
closely. “At first glance I would say perfect. The casual observer 
would think you were nothing else other than what you appear to be 
... @ woman, and a pretty one at that.” My ego went soaring almost 
out of sight. “However, when I look more closely, I can see little 
things. Like your hair. It is too long to be just stuffed under a wig, 
even a cap wig. Some of it is hanging out where a mirror wouldn't 
readily show. You will either have to do without a wig or learn how to 
pin it up. You could get a fall, of course. You have grace and poise 
but when you sit there is a bit of carelessness in your actions. Not all 
that much, we could get rid of it with some basic practice. Oh, there 
are small things that I can see and some that I can see only when 
they happen. I am amazed anyway that you do present such an 
excellent image.” She smiled. “And how do you feel?” 
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“Now?” She nodded. “I feel right. I mean I feel that this is only a 
part of me but it is an important part and a part that needs to be 
expressed. I have been afraid of dressing since I was afraid of your 
scorn, your laughter, your rejecting this part of me. I haven't heard 
you laugh, though, not yet.” 


She smiled again. “How cotld I laugh when you look so authentic, 
so female. I suppose I wanted to laugh at you enough to ... well... 
enough to ... try to ridicule you ... But you are not ridiculous.” She 
went back and sat down. “Do you mean that you dress this way and 
then just sit around the apartment all day?” 


“There is not much else that I can do. Oh I practice makeup and 
dress and voice and such.” 


“Voice? What do you mean by voice. That's your voice that I hear 
now. What do you practice with your voice?” 


I had been speaking in my normal voice ever since she had come 
in. It had not occurred to me to raise it since, well, I had been caught 
in the act and the jig was up and all that. Now that I thought of it, it 
was sort of strange that I had not spoken in the higher range. I then 
and there shifted my mental gears to high range and answered in the 
higher, softer voice that for years I had been cultivating. “Why to 
speak like this, of course.” I could see that her reaction had been 
almost physical. I decided, however, to leave the range where it was 
and remained in the light higher lilt of speech. “I have practiced a 
long time so that not only the appearance is right but also that the 
voice is right. I always erased the tapes after I had made them so 
that you or anyone else would not have known it even if you had 
picked up one of my tapes. You would probably have accused me of 
having an affair with some other woman if you had not known it was 
me. What would have happened if you had come in a few minutes 
later when I had my wig on. You could, no doubt, recognize me, but it 
would not be immediate, that I know. How woul d you feel then, huh? 

I can't really say, probably never will be able to say fully what all of 
this... my hand swept up the skirt, the blouse, ending up fluffing the 
wig a bit, “means to me.” I rose again and headed for the kitchen. 
“Time for the morning cup of coffee?” 


She followed me into the kitchen and continued quizzing me on my 
dress, the lingerie, the makeup, where and how I had bought them 
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and so forth. Only when she seemed to have satisfied her momentary 
curiosity, did she get back to her own operation. She mentioned some 
of the technical aspects of the operation and that she had requested 
the largest implant that they had which even then was not all that 
large anyway, to hear her talk about it. And thus we talked. She 
mentioned that she should even get an unpadded bra for the new 
breasts, in anticipation. 


After a couple of cups of coffee, it was time to start thinking about 
lunch. When I mentioned this, she asked why not eat out, for she was 
about to “go under.” At this I agreed if she’d wait until I changed. 
She would not hear of any change since I looked fine as I was, but I 
balked at such exposure. Besides, she still had on her uniform and 
since there would be time for her to change, I could just as well take 
that same time to reappear as my usual self. It went back and forth 
for a time until I finally agreed to give it a try as long as she was 
willing to be up to facing the dangers of my discovery. She was 
willing and said that, hell or high water and all that rot, she would 
stand by me, which I’m sure she would have. Besides, she kept 
arguing, the exposure would be a good practice. She did not say prac- 
tice for what, but it did seem a good excuse though my nylon covered 
knees were not free of quaking and shaking as you well may imagine. 


I cleaned up the kitchen, grabbed my handbag and away we went. 
I was so full of trepidation and she seemed just as full of resolve that 
all balanced and there was some sort of an equality that made for a 
fine meal that we both enjoyed, in spite of the miscellaneous emo- 
tions that were floating around. She made numerous corrections and 
suggestions for my actions, about 80 percent of which I lost since I 
was in no frame of mind to be able to remember them. Towards the 
end of the junket I did gain much in self-confidence and poise when 
to all appearances I was taken as what I appeared to be. I suppose 
the whole trip could have been summarized as a sort of trial by 
paranoia. 


After lunch she talked me into going shopping some and she did 
get a bra with the larger cups and without any sort of fill. I knew that 
we wore the same size bra, but all of mine had moderate to heavy fill 
(since I, too, was “unendowed”). We stayed out long enough to have 
dinner, too. All in all, it was a thrilling exercise, too, but I was still 
sort of glad when we got back to our apartment and I could relax. I 
had begun to ease off some in the last restaurant but still there was 
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that edge that I could not shake. To top it off, Wendi would not let me 
change when we got home but wanted me to stay in the dress. I 
rebelled but finally relented (well, there wasn't that much of a battle) 
in that I went and changed to a different dress. We watched some TV 
(the box with the tube) and also listened to the radio and, well, we 
were still much in love and I'll leave the rest to your wildest dreams 


(ah yes!!). 


Oh yes, during the day she had decided that “Mark” could not 
wear dresses and lingerie and such; so I became Marcia. Marcia this. 
Marcia that. Even that night in bed, the name of Marcia remained. In 
fact, it was still there in the morning when I arose. I had to divest 
myself of some makeup that was badly smeared (somehow) and of the 
enamel on my fingemails. She talked me into leaving it on my toe- 
nails after she had “gone to so much trouble” to apply it the night 
before. 


This was the day for her operation. She seemed very calm. Of 
course, since she works in the hospital, there should really be no 
reason for her to be nervous. I was almost surprised that she did it at 
her own hospital since “everybody would know,” but again, she knew 
the people there, what they could and could not do ... it was just 
sensible that she should have it done there. All that she packed was 
the new bra and several books. She felt she would not be there that 
long, since it was a short, simple operation that would heal relatively 
quickly, enough that she could leave. It would only be a matter of two 
days (or so she was told). She asked if I were to be spending all of 
that time dressed. I told her that I probably would; I could not pass 
up an opportunity like that, could I? 


At the hospital there were forms, forms and more forms to sign. She 
filled out the forms and then we had a signing fest where we both 
signed and signed and signed. My mistake, of course, was in not 
reading what it was I was signing, but again, hindsight is always 
much sharper than foresight, right? 


When we went to her room, it turned out to be a single ... again, 
the “in” of working there, right? She put the books on the table and 
then undressed, putting on one of those hospital smocks, and then 
went over and lay down on the bed. Without the falsies, she did look 
quite flat-chested and I had to chuckle in spit of myself. Nonetheless, 
I bent over and kissed her just as three nurses came in through the 
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door. I immediately recognized the fact that I should recognize them 
since they had been in the wedding party. I did not know their 
names. One of them carried a tray with several hypodermic needles 
and bottles and cloths. I greeted them and then turned back towards 
Wendi, figuring that it was time to leave (which it was a little late for 
actually). As I was saying my good byes, two of the nurses came up 
and stood by my side. Suddenly they seized my arms and just as 
suddenly I felt the sharp jab of a needle in my rear end, with the 
accompanying emptying of a syringe. It was so sudden that I really 
didn’t even have time for more than a sort of an “ouch!” The two 
nurses prevented my turning which was probably for the best since I 
could well have broken the needle by such a sudden move. Even as I 
formulated the words, “What are you doing,” I felt myself begin to get 
weak. I said the words but the “doing” got sort of slurred as my 
tongue seemed to refuse to want to do what it was that I wanted it to 
do. I didn’t pass out. It might have been better for me in a way if I 
had. I just went into a sort of state of euphoria with the total lack of 
any sort of muscular control. I became one large bag of bones that 
could see and feel but could not act. As I was collapsing, the nurses 
gently placed me on the bed that Wendi quickly vacated. She ex- 
pressed some doubts as to go through with it but was quickly talked 
back into the plan, or plot, that had been worked out. 


With expertise I was stripped to nothing in a few rapid strokes, or 
so it seemed. Then the same smock that Wendi had put on was put on 
me. About two shakes later, one of the nurses left and almost im- 
mediately returned with a gurney. As I was transferred on to it, I saw 
myself helping with the transfer until it sunk in that it was Wendi with 
my clothes on. A sheet was bound around my waist down to my legs. 
From her purse, Wendi produced a lipstick which she put on my lips, 
blotting and cleaning up. She also took some sort of earrings and put 
them on my ears. They hurt in spite of my stupor. As a last effect, she 
took a perfume atomizer and sprayed my wrists and behind my ears. 


As one of the nurses bound a towel around my head to cover my 
hair, Wendi appeared again with another syringe. “Sorry to have to 
trick you into this, Marcia! I almost didn't go through with it, but I 
knew since yesterday that you'll probably fare better than I would.” 
With that she drew some liquid from one of the bottles and injected it 
into my arm. Quickly all faded and I went blissfully into a sea of 
blackness. 
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When I awoke, I was super groggy. One of the nurses was there by 
my side. She reassured me that all was well and that I would soon be 
on my way home. I, however, was too groggy to do or say anything. I 
just barely remember her commentary. If she said more, I sure do not 
remember it. It seemed, however, that whenever I was awake, one of 
the three nurses seemed to constantly be in the area. The second time 
that I awoke was the shocker, because by then I was not groggy. 


As I came to, I remembered looking at the ceiling, wondering 
where I was. There was the whiteness, not like home. Then there was 
the sensation of pain in my chest and in my ears. Raising up and 
looking down, I discovered to my amazement that the blankets that 
covered me were tented out around my chest. I went to reach up but 
my wrists were in some sort of restraints so that I could not reach near 
my chest. It looked for all the world like I had a pair of breasts. Then 
came the flood of recognition of where I was and the possibility of 
what had happened. When I grunted a bit in the recognition of the 
facts, the nurse nearby came over and addressed me: “Well, Marcia, I 
see that you are awake again.” 


“Again? Was I awake once already?” Even as I spoke the question I 
foggily remembered and had my own answer. 


“Why, yes, you woke up not long after the operation. All is well and 
you will be able to go home soon. Wendi will be here to pick you up. 
I'm sure.” 


“Why am I in restraint?” 


“We could not take a chance of your awakening in a daze and 
doing any damage to the sutures. There are not many, but they are 
important.” At that she reached under the covers and undid the 
restraints. “Now, be very careful with the bandages, do not remove 
them.” When free, I reached up sure enough, I felt the breasts on my 
chest and I also felt through my breasts my hands feeling them. There 
was no insensitive padding here! When I had satisfied my curiosity on 
the bandages that covered my new breasts, I reached up and felt my 
ears. I then found out why they were also hurting since the earrings 
that Wendi had put on me were still there. Anyone who has worn clip 
earrings for a period of time knows that they can get sore in pro- 
portion to the pressure of the clip. These rings, however, turned out 


27 


JRANSVESTIA 


not to be clips for they refused to come off when I gently tugged at 
them. The nurse immediately put her hand on mine. 


“What sort of rings are these? They don't want to come off.” 


“Don't pull on them, Marcia, they need to have rest and quiet so 
that the ear will heal properly.” 


“What do you mean heal?” Again, I probably solved my own 
question before the last of the words were out, but she nonetheless, 
not knowing that I already knew, answered. 


“They are rings that have pierced your earlobes. Wendi must have 
thought of that one later. She put them on you just before the opera- 
tion and now the piercing of the lobes of your ears has been com- 
pleted; they only need to heal.” 


All of these stimuli were almost too much for me to take. I did sort 
of relax, the relaxation of resignation. I quizzed the nurse more and 
found out that this had been planned from even before the marriage 
as a sort of revenge. The operation was reversible, but no doctor 
would touch the restoring until it had completely healed so that I 
could look forward to some time with my new breasts. She smiled 
quite warmly. She must have known that this was not the total 
disaster it might have been for a more virile “man’s man.” Actually I 
did not know quite how to take it. My mind was still in a quandry, still 
a bit fuzzy. She quickly solved the momentary dilemma by getting me 
something to eat. I ate and pondered what I could do. What was 
there? 


The stay in the hospital was only a couple of days and every need 
was seen to. When I questioned the legality of the operation, the 
nurse pulled out from the drawer a xerox copy of several papers, the 
authorization for the operation, the request for the implant size, and 
so forth. All bore my signature. Instead of authorizing Wendi's opera- 
tion, I had actually spent the few minutes authorizing my own. There 
really was not much I could say. 


Wendi never came. When it was time to leave, I discovered that 
since she had taken my clothes, all I had to wear home was what she 
had worn to the hospital. I was helped into these by one of her nurse 
friends. The new bra was really quite nice and the fact that I fitted 
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into it so well made it a new experience. I was quite unsure of myself 
in her clothes except that I knew that there was no deception in what 
filled my blouse. I mean her blouse. Maybe our blouse? The skirt too 
was conservative and everything fitted and with the nurse’s encour- 
agement, I got dressed and left the hospital, making a beeline for 
home. To say that I was upset with Wendi would be an understate- 
ment. 


When I came into the apartment, I called her name since I did not 
see her. She answered from the bedroom. When she did not come out 
right away, I went in to see her and sort of tell her off for ther trick. 
Again, I was not prepared for what greeted me. 


Whereas the living room looked very much like when I left it, the 
bedroom was quite different. It was so strange that at first I was 
speechless. There were now two vanities. Both of them had all kinds 
of jars and tubes and stuff on top of them. The closet was open at both 
ends (it had double sliding doors) and at the end which had been 
traditionally mine, was not a suit, coat or slacks to be seen. Instead, it 
had the appearance that Wendi had taken over and hung her clothes 
on my side as well as hers. At least I thought this until I recognized 
some of the dresses as being mine. 


“Where are my clothes?” I walked in and over to the closet as 
Wendi arose and walked over to me. 


“Right there, don't you recognize them?” When I turned to her she 
was smiling. Her blouse was plunged and open and I was 
immediately drawn to the sight of cleavage. My eyes seemed to rivet 
there as I thought of my own breasts now so large and evident, and 
not, as earlier, removable. She couldn't help following my gaze. She 
reached up and hefted my breasts and caressed them. My attention 
was drawn back to me. 


“Why did you do this? How am I ever going to be able to hide them 
until they can be removed?” 


“Why remove them? They look so good on you, much better than 
they'd ever look on me.” 


“Didn't you also get breasts? Your cleavage . ..” 
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“Just illusion, Marcia. You showed me how to do it, remember?” She 
leaned over, still caressing my breasts and kissed me on the lips. In 
spite of what she had done (or because of it), I knew that I still loved 
her and if this is what she wanted, I could give it a try. We kissed 
passionately. 


When she showed me all that had been done in the absence, J saw 
that she was serious about the change and carrying it on. My male 
clothes were no where to be found. My small but adequate wardrobe 
had been expanded. With a nurse's expertise she cared for my ears 
and got me lovely new earrings. 


Did I ever go back to reverse the operation that had been planned 
as a form of revenge for my laughing at her flat chest? Well, see for 
yourself. Can't? O.K., I'll answer. No, I never did. In fact, she even 
arranged for me to get hormone treatments, enough to give me a 
more feminine body to go along with my chest adornment. That 
treatment caused me to go and have them reduced since my breasts 
grew some with that treatment, but no, I did not have it reversed. I'd 
be a fool to, wouldn't I? I love them and so does Wendi. Besides, if I 
were to get them removed, Wendi might think up some other revenge 
for my bucking her ways, and she is a strong willed woman whom I 
love and want to make happy (and what better way to make her 
happy than being happy myself). 
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If your boyself wears glasses 
your girlself needs them too. 
Give her the consideration a lady deserves 
get her a pair of beautiful feminine glasses. 
We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles. # 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 
ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU AREA 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA. 
We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TV's. No embarrassment or complications. 


REGAL OPTICIANS 
2026 West 6th Street 
HUbbard 33950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th Street 
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TRANSVESTISM IN OPERA 
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As an enthusiast for grand opera and a dedicated (if wholly un- 
passable) behind-locked-doors FP. I have searched far and wide to 
find works which satisfy both my interests. And regrettably I have to 
report that although there is quite a lot of transvestism in opera it is 
almost entirely, at least from our point of view, of the wrong type. 


Surprisingly there is a very good reason for this imbalance between 
the two types. Opera in the modern sense of the word was born in the 
17th century and at that time a remarkable—to our way of thinking— 
practice existed. It was accepted in those days, mainly in Italy, but 
also elsewhere, that if a boy had a good singing voice when he was 
say ten or eleven he could be castrated before he reached puberty— 
one wonders how much say the boy had in this or if he just woke up 
one night to find someone leaning over him with a pair of scissors— 
and thus retain his high voice. Such men were true sopranos or con- 
traltos since, as with women, their voices had never broken. 


The reason for this practice was that while the vocal range of a 
male true soprano or contralto is similar to that of a female, the voice 
is, quoting from the Concise Oxford Dictionary of Opera, “ 
stronger and more flexible, often voluptuous in tone and capable of 
the utmost delicacy and technical brilliance.” The Dictionary, inci- 
dentally, goes on to say that these men were often as vain as any 
female prima donna. However since the practice existed, composers 
naturally wrote parts in their operas for such singers—masculine 
roles as, for instance, Roman patricians in Mozart's La Clemenza di 
Tito (1791), or both Orpheus and Amor, the god of love, in Gluck's 
Orfeo ed Euridice (1762) and so on. In this latter work, incidentally, 
there are only four main characters, two masculine and two feminine, 
but all four are nowadays sung by women. 
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Now the problem with this was that as the years rolled by and the 
use of castrati became less and less acceptable it eventually became 
impossible to produce these operas (many of which are of great 
musical value) since there were no longer any male singers capable 
of filling the roles. The apparent alternative solution of transposing 
the high voice line downwards for a tenor to sing was not usually 
desirable since it destroyed the fabric and balance of the music. 


The answer lay, as it so often does, with women. Opera is an ex- 
ceedingly artificial art form which involves the wholesale suspension 
of disbelief by the audience as the price of hearing marvelous music 
and, one hopes, glorious singing. And it takes very little of this 
suspension of disbelief to ignore the fact that a singer who is dressed as 
a man and is singing a vigorous masculine role is not in fact a man at 
all but a women—possibly a quite beautiful one. And that’s really 
how it all began. 


Of course only a small proportion of “breeches roles’—that is, roles 
for women singing as men—actually stems originally from the 17th 
century. In fact, one of the most glorious of all such parts (Octavian in 
Richard Strauss Der Rosenkavalier) was composed as recently as 
1910. But the tradition then formed has continued—after all male 
opera lovers are no different from other males and a pretty girl's legs 
are always attractive—and opera has greatly benefited from it. The 
use of a soprano or contralto voice instead of a tenor can produce 
ravishing sounds and may be essential to the work's musical pattern. 
The trio of sopranos—the masculine Octavian and the feminine 
Marschalin and Sophie—at the end of the last act of Der Rosen- 
kavalier is incredibly beautiful and justly famous. 


So on the world's opera stages today the presence of women acting 
as men, of male roles needing soprano or contralto voices, is 
accepted without comment or question. Women are in any case fre- 
quently cast for non-singing male roles of various kinds—boys, 
youths, court pages and so on—but they also play and sing almost 
every other type of male character imaginable whether it calls for 
only a few notes and a minute or two on stage or is one of the prin- 
cipal roles of the whole work. 


The reverse situation, however, is not nearly so happy. There was no 
tradition (or, I would imagine, any possibility) of a female tenor, 
baritone or bass, and so no need nowadays for a male to sing such 
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parts. There is (alas) no way of dressing a man on the stage in 
women's clothes to give the same attraction to women in the 
audience (even if women would be allowed to enjoy such attraction 
in the face of the inevitable male prejudice) as a pretty girl in 
breeches and tights gives to men. And so on the whole man to woman 
transvestism in opera tends to be the same as in other stage presenta- 
tions—grotesque and played for laughs. Because of the voice problem 
—a soprano “man” is acceptable but a baritone “woman” is not— the 
number of instances of which I am aware is very limited and the 
number I have personally seen produced on the stage is even less. 


There are, it is true, a number of operas in which a youth is re- 
quired to dress as a girl but inevitably in these cases the youth's is a 
part which is being played by a girl already. This happens in, for 
instance, Mozart's The Marriage of Figaro and the already mentioned 
Der Rosenkavalier of Richard Strauss, both of which I have seen a 
number of times. And it is only with a very clever actress indeed that 
one can get the feeling that here is a boy dressing as a girl (and the 
clear female voice doesn't help) and all too often one is presented 
with a performance of most un-boy-like movements by an actress who 
gets by on her singing rather than on her acting ability. 


Another situation is that in which the action is influenced by the 
dressing of a man as a woman but one doesn’t actually see it happen. 
In Puccini's Tosca, for instance, the sister of an escaped political 
prisoner has hidden for him an outfit of women’s clothes in a church. 
He finds and takes the bundle but in his haste drops the fan (the date 
is the year 1800) and this is found and identified by the chief of the 
State Police. From this moment the plot develops—ending, inci- 
dentally, in the death of the escaped prisoner, the police chief, a 
friend of the prisoner implicated for helping the escape, and the 
friend's girlfriend, the Tosca of the title—but one does not in fact see 
the man actually dressed in his women's clothes. 


A very unusual situation faces the producer of La Calisto by 
Cavalli. This is one of the earliest of operas still in production—it was 
composed over 300 years ago—and deals with mythological 
characters. Jupiter, the king of the gods, wants to seduce Venus but 
she's far too aware of his nature to let him get within a mile of her. In 
a crafty move to outwit her, he transforms himself into an exact 
double (wish I lived in those days) of the goddess Diana, arguing that 
Venus will never suspect another woman and anyway Diana is well 
known to be chaste. From there on he is on stage, somtimes as himself 


34 


RANSVESTIA 


and sometimes as Diana. In the production which I saw, Jupiter has a 
staff of office which he always carries. when he is supposedly dis- 
guised as Diana (who is also in the opera herself), then the actress 
playing that part carries his staff and the audience understands that 
she is really Jupiter in disguise. When the actress is playing the part 
of the real Diana herself then she does not carry the staff. This 
arrangement is explained to the audience in a program note. And 
very disappointing, too. However, I have seen a photograph of a 
recent production of La Calisto in Germany in which the actor 
playing Jupiter did really dress as Diana (although his costume was 
hardly conventional street wear) so it can be done. 


And so to actual on-stage impersonations by males. The only one I 
have seen is Comte Ory by Rossini. Here Comte Ory aims to seduce 
the very virtuous sister of a nobleman who is absent on a crusade. In 
order to penetrate her castle stronghold he disguises his retainers as 
nuns and with himself as the Mother Superior represents that they are 
on a pilgrimage. Because of a thunderstorm they are admitted to the 
castle and given food but their disguise is penetrated when the 
liquor, carred in by some of the “nuns,” overcomes their discretion 
and they all become hilariously riotous. 


A work I should like to see is Mavra by Stravinsky. In this a rich 
young woman, in order to see more of her soldier boyfriend, intro- 
duces him into her all-woman household as her cook. All goes well in 
this familiar situation which, as a plot, might have come straight from 
the fiction pages of Transvestia, until he is caught shaving and has to 
run for it. 


Two others, of which I know virtually nothing, are Curlew River, by 
Britten, in which the part of the Madwoman is sung by a tenor, and J/ 
Campielo, in which, apparently, there is a fight in a market between 
two women, these parts also being taken by tenors. Another oddity is 
Mamelles De Tiresias, by Poulenc, in which, so far as I understand, 
the hero and heroine change functions and he has a large number of 
babies, but whether they changes clothes or not I don’t know. 


Even as I've been writing this I've read a review of a production of 
Le Convenienze e le Inconvenienze Teatrali by Donizetti. This is 
apparently produced in Germany as, would you believe, Vive La 
Mamma, the Mamma of the title being a bass. So far that’s all I know 
of it. 
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Finally, just to make your toes curl up, how about this—some years 
ago Benjamin Britten composed an all-masculine-character vocal 
work for the famous Vienna Boys Choir. It was called The Golden 
Vanity and it only had male characters so that, unlike in other such 
works which the Choir performs, the boys would not have to dress as 
girls. 


How awful— 
Not the having to dress as girls— 


The not wanting to. 


—_———_—> 8 


A PICTURE ISSUE??? 


It has been quite a while since we had a picture issue. There are 
always a lot of you interested in that. Therefore this is a call for the 
submission of pictures for a last picture issue—probably #95 or 96, if 
enough of you respond soon enough. But don’t delay in sending the 
photos in as it takes quite awhile to sort them out, mount them, get 
them screen photographed and pasted-up for the printer. Please send 
in TWO of your best pictures, preferably in two different costumes 
and two different backgrounds for variety sake. 


Although color shots can be used if the contrast is good, it is pre- 
ferable to have black and white pictures. If all you have is color shots 
then be sure that you don’t wear a red dress against a dark back- 
ground (or vice versa). Red is black to the camera so that it will be 
black against black and you will “disappear.” 


So go through your photo shots today and send them in. You can 
submit more than two if you want and I'll select the best two for this 
issue and the others can be available for other issues. But, DO IT and 
SOON, so I'll have enough time to organize them properly. And be 
sure to write your femme name and state or code number if you have 
one on the back so that I'll know whom to credit them to. 
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There was no one at all on the jetty to assist the Esperance in its 
docking manuevers. Not that help was really needed, for the schooner 
was adequately equipped with two powerful diesel engines for emer- 
genices at sea and for easier manuevering in narrow waters like 
Porter's Bay. Greg was off the yacht in a flash to begin tieing her up 
to the dock. While her husband occupied himself with the wheel, Kate 
Porter was able to look over the ‘settled’ part of the island her 
sister-in-law had owned. There was no sign of life in the thatched huts 
across the bay from the quay, huts that were obviously of native 
origin. A broad, well-worn path encircled the small inlet, where the 
Porters’ yacht was now tied up and passed in front of the huts before 
turning into the dense forest growth that came down, on all sides, 
almost to the water's edge. 


“Doesn't look like there's anyone home,” mumbled Cathy. She was 
17, and had to be coerced into accompanying the family on this trip. 


Mrs. Porter pursed her lips. She was an attractive, middle-aged 
woman, sure of the undying love of her banker-politician husband, 
and struggling at present with the vagaries of trying to raise two 
willful and opinionated teenagers. When the native from Porter's Bay 
had arrived in Nassau with word that Eleanor Porter had died the 
week before, Kate had known that there was only one thing to do. 
Propriety demanded that the rest of the family at least visit the island 
of Eleanor’'s grave, in the place to which she had retreated in such 
disgust ten years before. Neither Cathy nor Greg had agreed with 
their mother, though Greg had soon come around when he discovered 
that he would be permitted to sail the Esperance with his father. 
Cathy, however, regretted every instant that they were on the sea. 
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She counted every party she had missed since their ‘expedition’ had 
begun and calculated openly the number of days that it would take 
for them to return to ‘civilization.’ 


“I think the plantation house was up that track,” Jim Porter called 
to Kate. He was pointing to the path that went by the huts and into 
the forest. He was as brown as a berry after four days at sea, his tan 
deep, rich and healthy. His grey hair revealed his age but his body, 
despite a bulying at the midriff, was powerful and full of force. 


“Do we have to change, Mom?” Greg's white teeth flashed against 
his bronzed skin. He was 19 and his idea of clothes rarely amounted 
to more than cut-off blue jeans and occasionally a tee-shirt. Now he 
was in his cutoffs, his lithe, muscular body flushed from the ocean sun. 


“Of course,” said Kate curtly. “We are visiting the dead.” The stern 
set of her face and the brutal manner with which she stated the 
purpose of their visit brooked no argument. The smile disappeared 
from Greg's face and he stepped back onto the boat with a little 
shrug. Cathy had still to unfold her arms as she followed her brother 
into the cabins. Her stiff back spoke eloquently of her general dis- 
agreement with her mother’s words. 


Eleanor Porter had never married, though she had had many lovers. 
She didn't know and didn’t care who the father of her young son, 
Kenneth, had been. She had been a radical flouter of convention at a 
time when the observance of custom and convention was the byword 
of British Caribbean culture. 


Ostracized by almost every segment of society, despite the wealth 
of the Porter family, the final blow to Eleanor's own belief in herself 
had come with the death of the father on whom she doted. He had left 
all the family's wealth to be divided between his son, James Jr., and 
the younger Porter daughter, Elizabeth, who had ‘married well’ into a 
titled English family. To Eleanor, he had left just a small yearly 
income, and that totally under the surveillance of Jim Porter. Her 
brother, however, had at once approached his eldest sister with an 
offer of further moneys, houses and freedom to do as she liked. 


Kate could still hear Eleanor’s strident voice taunting her brother 
about revealing all she knew about him, and her accusations that Jim 
was just trying to buy her off, for what reason Kate never found out. 
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Eleanor had finally refused all offers, however, and had slipped off 
one night for parts unknown, taking the eight-month-old Kenneth with 
her. Later, word had come that she had retreated to the old family 
plantation, long since abandoned as uneconomic, where with just a 
few natives, mainly blacks, for company, she intended to raise 
Kenneth, secure from the hypocrisy of the Porter family. Nothing more 
had been heard from her until word of her death finally reached New 
Providence. 


Kate Porter's first thoughts had been about the boy, her nephew. As 
she remembered him, he had been a quiet, but very mature boy for his 
age, usually appearing to be under strict self-control. He had 
possessed the white, silky-blonde hair and black eyes of his mother, a 
very handsome little boy. Kate could remember little else, yet she had 
always thought of him as a lonely, unhappy little boy. It was upon her 
insistence that Jim Porter had finally agreed that they owed some 
kind of a debt to young Kenneth—the money from hs mother’s un- 
collected income was quite insubstantial in comparison to the wealth 
of the rest of the family. So, they had come to Porter's Bay not only to 
pay their last respects to Eleanor but also to find Kenneth and to help 
him arrange his future. 


Jim Porter's white shirt and shorts were not exactly mourning dress, 
but, with the temperature in the nineties, neatly pressed clothes were 
more than any of them were used to. The black armbands were 
picked up in a seafront store, and black veils, tied about the brims of 
Cathy's and Kate's wide, straw hats, were somber reminders of the 
purpose of their visit. 


The track wound in and around mammoth trees, but the path itself 
was fairly clear and obviously well used. The plantation house jutted 
out from the side of a cliff. It was a grey stone house, its original fa- 
cade of white paint evident only on the upper third story. From the 
path, the Porter family could see into quite a wide valley, fringed by 
forest with the sea in the distance. Close to the old house, the ground 
had been cleared and was under cultivation. Away from the house, 
however, the forest had begun to encroach across the untilled sugar 
fields. Directly before them, and in front of the house, was a freshly 
dug mound of earth. It was surrounded by an unpainted wicket fence. 
A large wooden cross had been inserted into the ground at the far 
end. It bore the simple inscription, “In Memoriam,” and then the 
name, “Eleanor Porter,’ with the years of her birth and death. 
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Kate Porter walked ahead of her family and knelt down on the 
ground beside the grave. She heard the others following her. Such a 
lonely place to die, she thought, real tears springing to her eyes 
unbidden. Kate wept for the futility of Eleanor’s life and for the lone- 
liness she had endured for ten years. 


The house was quite empty when they reached it, though it was 
clean and clearly someone lived in it. The kitchen contained no 
modern appliances but there was a great deal of canned and 
powdered foods. “Not as isolated as you'd think,” sniffed Cathy after 
a quick tour of the kitchen. They helped themselves to canned fruit 
juice which didn’t really quench their thirst, as it was as warm as the 
air itself. : 


“It’s likely that Kenneth and the other folks on this island have 
moved on,” said Jim after they'd prowled the house for a while. 


“He may not have been here at all,” said Greg, coming down the 
rough-hewn central stairs. “There's only Aunt Eleanor’s bedroom 
that's got clothes in the cupboards and wardrobe. All the others are 
empty.” 


“Maybe he packed up and left,” said Cathy, the glum expression 
still on her face. “He never expected anyone would be stupid enough 
to come out here at this time of the year.” 


“Cathy!” This time it was her father who showed his exasperation 
with her. 


“She may be right this time, dear,” said Kate mildly. “Why don't we 
go back to the yacht? We can at least get a cold drink.” 


The tide was out when they arrived at the cove, and the Esperance 
was obviously stuck fast where she was moored. Kate had just begun 
to put a supper together, the kids were lying on the deck, when Jim's 
yell from the jetty turned all their attention outwards. Two canoes 
were coming into the bay. The occupants were staring back just as 
hard at the people on the yacht, as the Porters were at them. There 
were six or seven blacks in each canoe and clearly, they had been 
out on a successful fishing trip, for the center of each canoe was filled 
with large, silver, glistening fish. There was another person in the 
boat and Kate could see Greg's eyes almost popping out of his head 
as he looked at the golden girl. 
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Her long, sun-bleached hair fell over her golden colored shoulders 
almost down to her waist. A thin, pink ribbon held her hair back from 
her forehead. The sun glinted from the large golden earrings she 
wore. She disembarked lightly onto the quay. She wore a white bikini 
that made her suntan appear darker and more golden that it really 
way. She was tall and very thin. As she came closer, Kate could see 
that she was very beautiful. She wore a pink liptsick that matched the 
polish on her finger-and toe-nails. Her eyes were darkly lined and her 
eyelashes so dark and thick that she could well have been wearing 
mascara, too. She looked down into the Porter's yacht, a frown creasing 
her smooth forehead. “Who are you?” her voice was soft, breathy and 
quite seductive. 


“I'm Kate Porter,’ said Kate quickly, recovering from the shock of 
meeting the unexpected much more quickly than the others. “Eleanor 
was my sister-in-law, which is why we came here, to pay our respects. 
May I ask you the same question? Who are you?” 


The girl's eyes had opened wider as Kate had spoken. “Oh,” she 
said huskily. She looked back at the canoes where the black men were 
watching the introductions with keen interest. She turned to signal to 
them to bring their catch up along the quay. In doing so, she revealed 
the typical Porter profile, the long, flat nose and firm, pointed jaw. 
Her earrings swung crazily as she flicked her hair back over her 
shoulders. 


“Where are they going?” Greg cut in quickly, making time with any 
pretty girl as he always did. Kate was irritated, but waited for the 
reply. 


“To the village,” the girl faced them again, her black eyes wide and 
bright. “You must have come in with the tide this morning. Haven't 
you been up to the house? The village is down along the stream at 
the lower end of the fields, where the stream falls down to the sea.” 


Kate stared hard at the girl, taking in the long, well-shaped legs, 
the thin body, the rigid, padded top to the bikini, and a compelling 
idea rode uneasily about her mind. “Just who are you?” she asked 
harshly. 


The girl looked at Kate warily, but she was under surprising self- 
control for one so young. She turned back to look at the fisherman 
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who were spreading out the fish on long mats they'd taken out of the 
huts. Greg would have spoken again, but one look from his mother 
silenced the innocuous question in his throat. The girl became 
nervous under the scrutiny of four pairs of eyes. “I have to attend to 
the fish,” she muttered, beginning to step away, down the landing 
dock. 


“Stay!” Kate’s tone bristled with scarcely repressed anger. Jim 
Porter stepped down to the deck, a worried look on his face, but Kate 
waved him away. “Well, miss,” she said, a touch of sarcasm in her 
voice. “Are you going to tell us who you are or do*you want me to 
give you a name?” 


The girl flinched slightly. There seemed to be a struggle going on 
within her. After a moment, she shrugged and looked directly at Kate. 
“I think you know who I am,” she said to Kate. At Kate’s nod, she 
sighed. “Yes,” she said, “I'm Kenny Porter.” 


eek een 


In a quick trip to the plantation house, Kenneth Porter had packed 
all his belongings into two cases, had put on a pleated dress with two 
or three petticoats, a pair of low-heeled shoes, stockings and a white 
shawl to cover his bare shoulders. He’d also touched up his makeup, 
adding a little blue eyeshadow above his eyes which brought out the 
vivid blackness of his irises. He hadn't put up any kind of a fight 
when Kate had categorically stated that he was going back with 
them to Nassau. He had sighed and looked resigned as if he expected 
it. It was only after he‘’d scampered off up the path that real 
objections had been raised to his going back with the Porters. 


“LI can’t have that-that thing on my boat,” Jim Porter had 
exploded. 


Kate had been shocked. “Why not?” she asked. “I thought we'd 
agreed to take Eleanor’s son back with us.” 


“That's a boy?” Cathy sneered and then shuddered. 
“But what else can we do?” Kate had seemed bewildered. 


“Leave him here,” her husband had suggested. “He can play his 
dressing up games here, not in our house: Just think,” he ran a 
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nervous hand through his greying hair, “what our friends are going to 
say if we bring a-a-a fairy into our house.” 


“But we can't leave him here,” Kate had said. 
“Why not?” Cathy's tone was vehement. 


“Because, well, because he needs our help. Can't you see?” Kate 
was becoming more obstinate as her family opposed her. She turned 
to her son who hadn't spoken at all. “What do you think, Greg?” she 
asked. 


Greg had smiled. “Oh, bring her along,” he had said. He had 
looked at Cathy and laughed. “It'll be a change to have some 
agreeable feminine companionship for a change.” 


“Oh, cut it out,” Jim Porter was angry and was about to lay down 
the law when a big Negro had come over to their boat. 


“You wonder about Missa Kenny,” he'd said, his wrinkled face 
further lined by worry and tension. “It not his fault,” he added. 


“What?” Kate's query was sharp. 


“His mamma, she dress him lika girl alla time,” the old man said 
anxiously. “She be a very sad woman, the mamma. It be time for 
Kenny to be young man, you take him away.” He spoke with finality, 
nodded and backed away down the jetty. Then Kenneth had come 
into sight in his knee-length petticoats and open-toed high heels. 
He'd shaken hands with some of the men and, meeting the old Negro 
who'd spoken to the Porters, had given the old man a huge and affec- 
tionate hug and what looked suspiciously like a kiss to the disgusted 
Cathy Porter. 


“We must help Kenneth,” Kate had said urgently. “We can teach 
him how to be a young man.” Cathy had then started to giggle, Greg 
had smiled, and Jim Porter had stomped off below decks. There had 
been no further objections, however, and Greg had even been gallant 
enough to assist the now demure Kenny with his cases, being 
rewarded with a tremulous smile, that brought the golden look back, 
and stunned Kate by the way it charged the young man’s face with 
femininity. 
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In the supercharged atmosphere of the next few days, Kenny was 
perhaps the most relaxed person aboard the Esperance. That he had 
no male clothes was soon obvious. He wore the dress he’d worn 
aboard the first night as much as possible, so that all of the Porters 
soon became accustomed to the rustle of soft petticoats and the smell 
of musky perfume he seemd to favor. Jim Porter refused to look at the 
beautiful youth while Cathy only giggled whenever he came near 
her. Greg was the only one to be even civil to the young transvestite, 
for Kate was too preoccupied with her husband and with fighting off 
her usual bout of seasickness to care much about what was going on. 


On the night before they reached New Providence Island, Kenny 
had disappeared as usual after supper into the cabin that had 
originally been assigned to Cathy. Kate, next door in the cabin she 
was now sharing with Cathy, heard the familiar swish of the petticoats 
being put away in the forward locker. She shuddered as she thought 
of the boy dressing himself in a lace-edged nightie which was what 
the inquisitive Cathy had reported was under his pillow after the first 
night out. Greg was now sharing a cabin with his father, the one he'd 
been slated to share with Kenneth—but that was an obvious impos- 
sibility after they’d seen Kenny. Kate left the cabin and headed back 
towards the stern, through the small lounge-dining room-kitchen area, 
just before the steps up to the deck. 


“What are you doing here?” Jim Porter's eyes showed disbelief. 
Such a notorious landlubber as Kate rarely made the deck at all on 
one of their voyages. 


“Family conference,” said Kate between waves ofnausea as the boat 
rolled with the sway. Greg was lying on top of the aft-cabin, soaking 
up the last rays of the dying sun, while Cathy was midships, staring 
moodily at the empty horizon ahead. They both moved back to the 
rear stairwell, reluctant to leave their own reveries. 


“We have to talk about Kenny,” said Kate. “First, Jim, I think you 
should cut his hair tomorrow, he can borrown some of Greg's clothes 
until we buy him his own in Nassau.” 


The others were staring at her, open-mouthed. “What good will that 
do?” Cathy was the first to find her voice. 
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“Well, he is my nephew,” said Kate obstinately. “And he is a boy. 
He has to start appearing as one sooner or later.” 


“Why?” asked Jim Porter, frowning, “can you imagine what it'll be 
like when we tie up and go ashore. There'll be lots of people we know 
right there who'll want to talk to us. They'll only have to take one look 
at that, that, thing, to know what it is.” He was becoming more savage 
as he went on. “Leave him as he is. At least he looks like something in 
his dresses. We can get him out of Nassau without anyone being 
aware of what he really is.” 


Kate was shocked. “How could you suggest such a thing?” she 
demanded. “He’s our nephew and he'll live with us, and for a long 
time likely. We just can’t let him go on the way he is. It’s just not 
right.” 


The argument went on well into the night with Cathy chiming in 
on her father’s side, and Greg remaining silent and enigmatic. As 
before, however Kate finally overcame all arguments and Greg 
agreed to get out some of his smallest and tighest things for the 
shorter and more slender Kenneth. 


Kenny accepted the family decision without comment when it was 
given to him at breakfast. Kate quickly shooed the children out as Jim 
approached Eleanor’s son, scissors and comb in hand. Kenny undid 
his ribbon so that all of his sun-bleached hair could cascade across 
his shoulders. A flustered Jim Porter had to ask the calm blonde to re- 
move his earrings before the shearing could begin. After 15 minutes 
of cutting and clipping, most of the hair, a golden color now, lay on 
the floor of the cabin. But Kenny's femininity was hardly diminished. 
His hair was parted and very short at the back and on the sides, very 
masculine indeed. 


“It's the makeup,” said Kate doubtfully. “You'll have to remove all 
of that, dear,” she said to Kenny and was instantly distressed by the 
cool smile he gave her. He stood up and clicked over to the bathroom, 
his long skirt swishing with its usual sound. A good scrubbing soon 
removed the eye shadow, eye liner, face powder and lipstick from his 
face. His face was quite pale without makeup, his eyebrows thin, the 
curved and obviously shaped. His eyelashes were naturally long and 
thick, the envy of any pretty girl. To Kate, he resembled a young 
thirteen or fourteen year old girl. 
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“It's the clothes,” said Jim in a hoarse voice. Without thinking, 
Kenny put one leg up on a chair and unfastened his stockings from 
his garter belt. Slowly he rolled the nylons down his hairless leg. Kate 
could see Jim turning from red to purple at the langorous exhibition 
being put on by the youth. 


“Wait outside,” she said to her husband. As he slammed up the 
steps back to the deck, she turned accusingly to the boy. “You did 
that on purpose,” she snapped. “But I've seen just about everything in 
my life, even boys in silk panties. So, just get dressed in those clothes 
of Greg's as fast as you can.” 


Kenny retreated to the sanctuary of his own cabin to change into 
Greg's tee-shirt and jeans. Cathy came stamping down into the main 
cabin as Kenny's door closed. “What's up with Dad?” she asked. “Boy, 
is he ever upset!” Her spirits had been improving the closer they 
came to Nassau. She began to clear away the breakfast things, some- 
thing very uncharacteristic of Cathy, and so her mother sat back and 
let her do it. 


Greg’s smallest clothes were way too big on Kenny. Even so, the 
traces of makeup about his eyes, his still painted fingernails and 
mincing walk made him appear a ludicrous figure at best. With a 
burst of laughter, cut off by throwing her hand over her mouth, Cathy 
turned and ran up the stairs and out onto the deck. Kenny sat down 
at the breakfast table, a deep flush coloring his face. He refused to 
meet Kate's eyes. He must have known how he looked. 


Greg and Jim came down the stairwell with a rush. They had likely 
left Cathy at the wheel. “So what did I tell you!” Jim hardly ever 
raised his voice to Kate, but now he was shouting. “Have you ever 
seen a more obvious faggot?” Kate felt shame as she saw Kenny’s 
eyes tighten at the words. “And Cathy told us how he walks,” Jim 
raged on. “Well, I'm not having it! He can stay on the Esperance 
after we dock until we arrange another place to put him ashore— 
like Miami.” 


Now Kate was angry. “Jim Porter! How dare you speak of Kenny 
this way, especially in front of him.” Her eyes blazed. “He has 
feelings, too.” she said, more gently, looking back to the downcast 
youth. She sighed, “But I don’t know what we can do now.” 
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“I think it's obvious,” Greg cut in quickly. When all the others 
turned to look at him, he shifted anxiously but then went on de- 
terminedly. “Kenny can't go ashore like he is. It’s just like Dad said 
last night. He can pass as a girl, so you ought tolet him go ashore that 
way. We can say he’s a friend of Cathy's or something.” 


“He's Eleanor’s son,” said Kate indignantly. 


“And what about you?” asked Jim, speaking directly to the boy for 
the first time since the voyage had started. “Given a choice, would 
you rather go ashore as Kenny Porter, as you are, or in your other 
clothes?” His head nodded in the direction of Kenny's cabin. 


Kenneth’s polished fingernails touched his hair. “My hair,” he said 
softly. 


“Cathy has two wigs with her,” said Greg promptly, but then 
subsided as his mother glared at him. 


“Well?” barked Jim Porter, staring at Kenny. 


“Well, I guess,” Kenny whispered, keeping his eyes on the 
porthole, “that it would be less trouble if I..." he made a little shrug. 


“That's settled then,” said Jim Porter grimly. “Get back into your 
petticoats.” He had a very strange look on his face. 


“He'll need a new name,” Greg said urgently. “We can hardly call 
him Kenny in front of everyone. He'll be a girl and he should have a 
girl’s name.” 


: “Helen,” said Kate. Jim and Greg looked at her in surprise. She 
looked defensively at them. “Well, it was your grandmother's name, 
Jim. So it makes sense that we call her a name that Eleanor might 
have called her daughter. We'll explain Kenny by telling everyone 
that Eleanor had a girl as well as a boy, both named after your 
grandparents, Jim.” 


t kk ok ek 


As soon as Helen Porter set foot on the Marina, she was the object 
of deep and appreciative attention. The Porter family’s progress was 
necessarily slow as they had to stop and introduce the beautiful girl 
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with her carefully arranged blonde curls to all their friends along the 
quay and in front of the clubhouse. But finally they managed to break 
away, with the promise set in more than one mind that a visit to the 
Porters was in quick order for the future. 


With the introduction of Helen Porter into the household, Kate 
found herself running into many unforeseen difficulties. The servants, 
accepting Helen for what she was, immediately began to treat her in 
the same way that they treated Cathy, which soon had Cathy's nose 
out of joint. Then too, Helen’s meagre wardrobe had to be supple- 
mented if she were to stay any length of time with the Porters, and 
that took up a lot of Kate’s valuable time, since Cathy wouldn't help 
at all. Helen was so quiet and polite, even helpful, to Kate, never 
pushing herself forward and accepting all Kate's suggestions without 
question. It was when she was buying some more sensible lingerie, 
white slips and panties, rather than the bright, frilly stuff which 
caught Helen’s eye, that it occurred to Kate that Helen was reacting 
to her in the same way that Eleanor had demanded Kenneth relate to 
her—obedience at all times. It explained a lot about him and why he 
was as he was. 


Panti-hose were a revelation to Helen. She’d never seen such before 
and quite obviously preferred her garter belts. “More feminine,” she'd 
blushed when Kate had smilingly asked her why she wanted to buy 
nylons as well. Kate could see that beach wear, the general costume 
of the Bahamas, was going to be a problem for Helen. She helped 
“her” buy many open bathing suits with short, frilly skirts, or else 
backless, and tried to avoid the bikinis that Helen wanted so much. 
New dresses, slips, lingerie, makeup and two beautiful blonde wigs of 
about his former sun-bleached color were bought in short order. Kate 
also made a special trip without Helen to a shop that specialized in 
foundation garments, and so was able to produce a pair of more 
realistic falsies than the padded bras Helen had worn to that time. 


As she made her purchases, however, Kate began to feel more and 
more guilty about what she was doing. She had intended and wanted 
to help Kenny become more masculine, but all the time, it turned out 
that she was only helping him to become more and more credible as 
a woman. It was nice, too, to have the very feminine Helen around. 
She was unfailingly sensitive to Kate’s moods and matched her own 
actions accordingly. She was also good at disappearing in the big 
house, so that, after ten days, Jim Porter had to ask where she was, not 
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having seen her in all that time. The more Helen became a com- 
panion to Kate, the less Kate saw of her own daughter. Now that they 
were home, Cathy naturally had parties to attend and “ruined” 
friendships to rebuild, Jim and Kate had agreed and laid down the 
law from the start that Helen was not to be included in the social 
groups of the other teenagers “because of her special nature.” They 
were both worried sick about the kind of publicity that it was certain 
they would endure if Helen was treated, and was to respond, like a 
normal girl, and was then to be discovered for what she really was—a 
boy. 


It was to Kate's horror, then that, on a morning exactly six 
weeks after their return from Porter's Bay, that she found Helen 
in the arms of a young man, quite obviously in a passionate 
embrace. She hadn't intended to spy in behind the greenhouse, but a 
small noise had attracted her attention. As Helen broke away from 
the young man, her eyes downcast, the young man had turned. It was 
Greg Porter. 


The smile of triumph had disappeared from his lips as he'd caught 
sight of his mother. “Please, Mum,” he'd said, releasing Helen from his 
embrace, fear in his face. “Don’r tell Dad. I-I don’t know what came 
over me.” 


“Just get to your room!” Kate had screamed at the crestfallen 
Helen. She'd left immediately, and the livid Kate had vented her 
wrath on her son. “How could you!” she'd shouted at him. “If I hadn't 
come along, would you have made love to him? Yes, him! To that 
other boy?” she had sneered. 


“Please,” Greg was frightened by her rage. “Helen's just like a 
great-looking girl and she’s around all the time, watching me and 
giving me that smile. I know she wants me, and I just got carried 
away.” 


He looked so shaken that Kate’s heart went out to him. “Yes,” she 
said. “My poor baby. It’s all our fault. We should never have allowed 
her ... him ... into the house. You were all right before. We must get 
rid of him at once.” 


Her anger didn't allow her to go near Helen at all that day, and he 
of course avoided Kate. He didn’t come down for meals so that Kate 
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was able to brief her husband on what had happened while at 
supper. She had rarely seen Jim Porter so enraged. He gripped his 
steak knife so tightly that his knuckles turned white. “That thing,” he 
snarled. “That thing is trying to corrupt my son. I'll not have it. It goes 
tomorrow.” 


Kate nodded fearfully. “Yes, dear,” she said. “But where does Helen 
go? Back to Porter's Bay?” 


“Where do perverts like that always go?” sneered Jim. “Give it a 
ticket, five thousand bucks for its inheritance and stick it on a plane 
for New York.” 


Cathy came bouncing into the dining room, looking hot and sticky 
in her tennis outfit. At the glare from her father, she sat down quickly. 
“T'm sorry I'm late,” she said. ‘Has everybody else finished?” 


Kate shook her head. There was a silence while Jim Porter tried to 
eat something. Finally, with an oath, he pushed away his plate and 
strode over to the liquor cabinet. Never having heard her father curse 
before. Cathy's eyes nearly popped from her head. “What's up?” she 
asked, agitation clearly on her face. ‘Where are Helen and Greg?” 


“Not together!” The words spat from her father’s mouth. 


“Oh,” there was a light of understanding in Cathy's eyes. “So you 
found out about them. Well, it was about time.” 


“What do you mean?” Kate's white face showed her great astonish- 
ment. “Just how long has this been going on?” 


Cathy shrugged and toyed with her salad. “Answer your mother, 
young lady!" Her father’s drink spilled on the white shag rug, but 
Kate didn't dare move, so terrified was she by the snarling figure that 
was her husband. 


“G-Greg's b-been chasing H-Helen since we got on the boat in 
Porter's B-Bay,” stammered Cathy. “He wouldn't leave her alone. He's 


always trying to touch her but she didn’t want any part of him, or at 
least that's what she told me.” 


“Why didn’t you tell us about this?” thundered Jim Porter. 
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“H-Helen s-said she'd figure out a w-way to g-get G-Greg off her b- 
back,” there was fright in Cathy’s face and in her voice. She'd never 
seen her father in such a fury before. 


Kate was staring open-mouthed at her daughter. “Greg was 
chasing Helen?” There was disbelief in her voice. Jim Porter stopped 
at the liquor cabinet and, stunned, turned to his wife. 


“Th-that’s what I said, d-didn't I?” pouted Cathy. “You always say 
that he chases anything in a skirt. Well,” she said defiantly, “he does.” 


“_* ee © 


Kate found Helen sitting on the sill of the broad window in the. 
upstairs library. She was wearing a dark brown silk dress with dark 
stockings. High heels lay on the floor beneath her. She was eating a 
bright-red apple, nearly the color of her lipstick. She jumped as Kate 


closed the door and made as if to leave but Kate’s upraised hand 
stopped her. 


“I've been finding out about you and Greg,” said Kate quietly. The 
“girl's” body stiffened. Her black eyes were opened wide and she 
looked like a startled deer, about to run. 


Kate sat at the other end of the padded sill and patted the shapely, 
silk-sheathed leg. “It's O.K.," she said wearily. “Well, kind of all right. 
Cathy put us straight and Jim's having a talk with Greg.” She sighed. 


“But it won't do any good, I fancy. I don’t suppose you could have 
been a less attractive girl, could you?” 


The black eyes had closed a little, but Helen was still tense. She 
shook her head, watching Kate closely. “So,” said Kate, becoming 
business-like, “we know now that we have to do something about you, 
don't we? And about your... er... your condition.” 


“Couldn't I just go back to the island?” Kate found it very hard to 
believe that those soft, murmured words came from a boy's mouth. 


Kate smiled crookedly. “Why?” she asked. “Oh, don’t tell me you 
. were happy there. I think I know that. But tell me, what would you 
like now? Like most in the whole world?” 
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The golden girl's face was an iron mask. “What do you mean?” she 
asked. 


“Well,” smiled Kate nervously. “Wouldn't you like to be a real 
woman? Jim says we can send you to the best of hospitals in the 
States. He'll pull a few strings if he has to — or there’s Europe if you 
prefer.” 


Helen looked at Kate somberly. No emotion at all reached her face. 
“You mean I could have real breasts?” she whispered. “And a real 
vagina?” 


Kate winced. “Well, yes,” she said uncertainly. 


“Maybe then Greg and I could get married,” whispered Helen, her 
black eyes glinting. 


Kate's face mirrored her shock. She jumped to her feet, flustered, 
hot flushes coursing through her body. But then Helen began to 
laugh, and a red-tipped hand, with several jangling bracelets, came 
up and waved Kate to sit down again. 


“I didn’t mean it,” said Helen, giving Kate a wide, beautiful smile. 
“Such a thing is beyond me, really, but I don’t blame you for thinking 
it could be true.” 


Struggling with her emotions, enraged but uncertain, Kate sat 
down again, her body stiff like a ramrod. “I don’t see what is funny!” 


she snapped. 


“You don’t know me,” said Helen huskily. “Or you wouldn't have 
made such a suggestion. You see, I really am a boy—and I know it.” 


“B-but,” Kate waved a hand in helpless exasperation. 
“Oh, I know,” said Helen. “I look like a girl and I enjoy very much 


dressing like a girl, but I'm still a boy underneath. And I do like girls 
—and women, too, just like any normal boy. I like you very much.” 


Kate was stunned. “You don’t want to be a real woman?” was all 
she could gasp. 
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“No, never, not at all,” smiled Helen. “I want to get married in time, 
and have a wife—and children. So,” there was merriment in her 
voice, “how could I do that if I became a woman myself?” 


“B-But G-Greg . ..” began Kate. She never stuttered, not even when 
she was afraid, but this boy-girl was more than terrifying, and Kate 
was horribly confused. 


“I thought you knew about that,” said Helen sharply. “I thought the 
best way to get him off my back was to let you catch him.” 


“Of course,” Kate was hardly thinking straight. “But we only want 
to help you. We must be able to do something for you.” 


“Accept me,” said Helen. “Accept me aslam.lama transvestite, 
at least according to your library's definitions. I love being a boy and 
being accepted as a girl. Accept me as that.” 


Kate stared at the ‘girl.’ “Maybe I could,” she said slowly. “But the 
others.” She shook her head. 


“In their own time, they'll come around,” said Helen. “You'll see. 
Just you wait and see.” 


Still disturbed by the conversation, Kate nodded doubtfully and 
made an excuse about finding Cathy and supervising dishes before 
she left. 


She was hardly gone from the room, before there was a hard rap on 
the door, and Jim Porter came in quickly. The door closed softly 
behind him. He, too, came over to the sill and sat where Kate had 
before. He stared intently at the golden girl, and his hand touched 
her lower calf, caressing the stockinged leg. 


“Don't,” she breathed, trying to pull her leg away. But he held on 
firmly. 


“Your mother meant you to live like this,” said Jim Porter, a wild 
look in his eyes. 


“No,” Helen shook her head, pulling her legs away from him. “She 
told me all about Sally.” Jim Porter had been reaching for her anew. 
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but he stopped, a stunned, devastated expression on his face. “Yes, I 
know you're a transvestite,” said Helen, her eyes on him, “repressed, I 
would say, since Kate doesn't know anything about our ‘disease’. She 
stressed the word in a distasteful manner. 


“You're going to blackmail me,” Jim Porter's tortured face twisted 
into a snarl. 


“Mother thought that I should,” said Helen lightly. She reached up 
with both hands and fluffed out her curls, knowing how it would 
devastate ‘her’ mother's brother. “She didn’t think it right that Grand- 
father should have forgiven and indugled your peculiarities, but not 
hers.” ~ 


“T outgrew it,” said Jim, in a strangled voice. 


Helen stood and swayed across the room in a most feminine walk. 
She posed like a model, wet her lipstick and laughed at the man. “I 
don’t think so,” she said. “I don't think so at all. Don’t you wish you 
were me right now?” She held her arms about her in a tight hug and 
pirouetted to allow her skirt to flare up, showing the nylons, garters 
and flimsy panties to the sweating, motionless Jim Porter. 


“Yes, oh yes,” said Jim Porter. Then he stood up, horror on his face 
at his words. “N-No,” he stammered in alarm. “N-No. I must never 
think that.” Helen was amazed at the look of desperation on his face. 
“I've Kate—and the kids—and friends.” Then, before Helen could 

- intervene, he turned away and ran to the door. As he wrestled with 
the doorknob, he babbled, “I've got to get you away from here. You 
can't stay. You're too much of a temptation.” The door finally swung 
open, and Jim Porter hurtled through it. 


Outside the door, hot flushes coursed through Jim Porter's body and 
the release of tension bathed his body in moisture. The relief at 
having the spell of fascination under which ‘Helen Porter’ had held 
him broken in one climactic blow caused him to shiver violently. 
Even the long shower he took and the passionate manner in which he 
took Kate didn’t entirely relieve the guilt and shame of his visit to 
Helen. But at least he felt more normal—until he awoke in the small 
hours of the morning, the cold sweat upon him again. 
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Helen Porter moved out of Jasmine Walk within the week, to the 
considerable relief of all save for Cathy, to whom nothing was a 
blessing. Now she complained of missing her confidante, her fashion 
guide, her closest companion. She kept it up until a white-knuckled 
awkwardly tense Jim Porter told her never to mention “that thing's 
name” in his presence again. 


Time, however, heals all wounds, and soon the family was able to 
laugh over the bizarre affair of Kenneth Porter, they'd reverted to that 
name again, particularly after Greg’s marriage to Justice Connolly's 
daugther, and his rueful explanation of how fantastic Kenny had been 
as a woman. Naturally, his new wife regarded the whole affair as 
much exaggerated. She and Greg quickly moved away from New 
Providence, spending more time in the States than in the Caribbean. 
particularly as Greg's role as corporation lawyer-in-training took him 
further and further afield. 


Cathy, too, inevitably, had gone Stateside to procure a university 
degree in anthropology, She returned home so rarely from California 
that Kate and Jim finally left their house in disorder after an 
especially severe hurricane and headed west for a surprise visit to 
their daughter. © 


She didn’t live on campus, as they had often supposed, but, with 
relief, they found her located in a moderately well-tended apartment 
building. She apparently shared a room with another girl, for the name, 
“Ursula Smith,” was bracketed with hers on the tenants’ mailboxes. 


i Her voice was terse on the intercom when she spoke to them, but 
she let them in quickly. She waited for them outside the fourth floor 
apartment, the door ajar. Cathy had grown taller and thinner than 
either Jim or Kate remembered, and, despite her bluejeans, she had 
become a surprisingly attractive woman. 


“Mom, Dad,” she said, almost casually. “Come on in. I thought 
Henrietta would have kept you at home.” 


“Oh, Josh and the boys can take care of that,” said Kate, taken 


aback by the coolness of their reception. “We only really had damage 
to trees and shutters.” 


Cathy ushered them into the main room of the apartment. 
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“Oh, what beautiful furs!” exclaimed Kate, looking around in 
astonishment. From the fragile, wood-carved chandeliers to the dark 
sofas covered by the skins of Arctic animals, the room was striking in 
its design, and showed a sense of dramatic taste that Kate knew was 
missing in her daughter. 


“We thought you were on campus,” Jim was saying as Kate rushed 
around to explore drapes, wall-coverings and rosewood cabinets. 


“I have my mail forwarded now,” said Cathy, glancing sharply at 
her father. “It's better that way because I never know how long I'll be 
in one place.” 


“You share this apartment?” Jim beat Kate to the question. 


“Yes,” said Cathy tersely. She opened a liquor cabinet, the glass 
lining reflecting back spectra from the crystal glasses. “Can I get you 
a drink?” 


She was already pouring Scotch for her father even as they both 
said, “Please.” 


“Your roommate’s at the University, too?” asked Kate lightly. 


Cathy nodded. “Ursula will be back pretty soon,” she said. “She 
studies Psychology and Medicine.” She looked at her mother and 
smiled ruefully. “And she worked at a Design School for a while.” 


Before Kate could reply, there was a sudden scraping of a key in 
the front door lock, and the door swung open. 


“Hi, Cathy,” sang out a high, sweet voice. “I'm home!” Then a set of 
parcels completely concealing the person carrying them preceded 
her into the room. Beneath the parcels, a pair of shapely legs, topped 
by a brief, black mini-skirt, was all that could be seen of Cathy's 
roommate. 


“Into the kitchen,” said Cathy, springing to assist the other. “My 
mother and father are here on a surprise visit.” 


The parcels stopping travelling abruptly and several would have 
fallen had not Cathy grabbed them in time. The dark-eyed girl who 
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faced Jim and Kate Porter had changed her hair-style considerably 
since they had last seen ‘her.’ She wore it now in a wind-swept mane 
of waves and curls. Her pretty red blouse was open, too, to reveal and 
exciting and well-rounded female figure. Her breasts heaved 
naturally as she smiled nervously at them. 


“Hello” she murmured nervously. 
“Helen!” said Jim. 
“Kenny!” said Kate. 


It was hard for Jim and Kate to get over the shock of seeing ‘Kenny- 
Helen’ again, and was even harder when Cathy had taken the other 
girl's hand, squeezed it tightly, and informed her mother and father 
that she and Kenny were married, and, what was worse, Cathy was 
pregnant. 


“So, we'll have to move soon,” she said darkly to her father, her 
hand still twisted through that of ‘Ursula Smith’. “They don't let 


young, unmarried women with children stay here—which is what 
they think I am.” 


Kate had been too dumbfounded by the events ot think of the right 
things to say, things that weren't just recriminations. 


“We love each other,” it was Kenny, though shining red lips who 
had spoken at last on the topic the parents dared not bring up. “We 
have since we first got to know each other on the boat.” ‘He’ moved so 
that they could study his soft, girl-like skin and profile. His long 
slender hands, manicured and with red, glistening nails, touched 
Cathy’s shoulders as he guided her to a chair. “I told you,” he looked 
at Kate, “that I wanted a wife and children—but I never dreamed that 
Cathy would come after me all the way out here.” 


“I can't live with anyone else.” said Cathy fiercely, her eyes 
brimming with tears. 


“But you never said,” Kate began. 


“I tried,” again the fierceness. “But you wouldn't listen.” 
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“It’s all right,” said Jim Porter, and all three feminine faces turned 
his way. He flushed, flicking nervously at an out-of-place lock of hair. 
“We'll see that you're taken care of. You can't be far gone, and if you 
don’t want her....his.... baby....” 


Cathy looked at her father, aghast. “But I do,” she said. “I do. I want 
Kenny's baby more than anything in the world.” 


Jim Porter shrugged and was able to hold Kenny's level stare for 
just a moment before he was forced to look away. “You'll be well 
taken care of, financially,” he said, a catch in his voice. 


“Thanks,” it was so dry a response that both parents had to stare 
hard at their daughter. 


The rest of the afternoon, and evening, passing interminably slowly 
for Kate. With Jim withdrawn, a puzzled expression on his face as he 
watched ‘Ursula’, as Cathy called Kenneth Porter, move easily and 
gracefully about the apartment, Kate could not be at ease herself. 
Soon, the pattern of behavior between Cathy and her ‘husband’ 
became clear. ‘Ursula’ was feminine, graceful, and decorous while 
Cathy was forceful, yet considerate, treating the other with a tender- 
ness that might have indicated to the uninitiated that Ursula was the 
pregnant one. 


Dinner tasted like gravel to Kate. She sat opposite Ursula and had 
an excellent view of her cleavage, the natural-looking mounds on 
‘her’ chest. Ursula caught her staring and smiled back companion- 
ably to her. “Implants,” she said casually, as Jim’s head jerked up to 
look at ‘her.’ “I only use the lightest doses of the drugs, just enough 
to feminize my appearance. 


Even with such frankness, Kate could not bring herself to talk to the 
couple in any reasonable manner. Her last view of them was in the 
doorway, Cathy, with short hair and jeans, her arm about the 
beautiful blonde, mini-skirted girl beside her. 


She began to cry as she left the apartment house and continued 
half the night in their hotel room. Jim listened to her quietly, making 
no move to console her until she crept into his arms at just after three 
o'clock. 
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“I can’t believe this is happening to us, to our family,” she sobbed. 
“We're ... we're so ordinary — or I thought we were.” 


Jim looked at her thoughtfully, pulling her towards him. “We're not 
ordinary,” he said huskily. “Now, just let it play itself out. Cathy'll 
soon bring her baby home to us when his daddy can't be any kind of 
father to him.” 


“You think so,” said Kate, snuggling into his side of the bed. 


“Of course,” said Jim Porter. “They'll need a man to help raise our 
grandson. So, they'll come back to the Walk—to us, if we support 
them now. Just you see.” 


And if accepting his grandson meant accepting ‘Ursula’ too,, well, 
he would, but on his terms. His grandchild would need a man to look 
up to—Jim Porter junior—and ‘Ursula’, well, she’d just have to drop 
the Psychology, of course, and accept the role she’d designed for 
herself. Beautiful women were good for only one thing on the 
islands—and that would be the price—she’d have to stay a beautiful 
woman to remain close to Jim Porter's grandchild. She’d be a “Golden 
girl” again—just like Eleanor Porter, Kenneth’s mother. Jim wondered 
if Eleanor had programmed her son to exact this excruciating 
revenge on the whole family. She’d been the only one to know the 
depths of Jim Porter's secret, transvestite longings in his youth and 
boyhood. Repressed for so long, it was now an exquisite torture for him 
just to look at ‘Ursula’, doing all the things with ‘her’ life that he had 
once confided to Eleanor he wanted to do with his. 


As his wife slept, Jim rose and slipped off to the bathroom, silently 
closing the door after him. He had the photographs, years old now, 
taken by Eleanor, that he had never showed anyone, least of all Kate. 
he had to look at them again, to look over ‘Sally’, with her long 
golden hair and her exotic makeup and in that tight dress he 
remembered so well. He could almost feel the silk stockings, that he’d 
worn for the picture taking session, on his legs, again. He repressed 
the urges to try on Kate’s nightdress on the back of the bathroom 
door. His transvestism lay solely in pictures now—the wonderful 
pictures of Sally’—the one Eleanor had always called the ‘Golden 
Girl’ of the Porter family. 
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A TV NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS 


a by Sharon Anne Stuart 


Editors Note: The following ‘Yevision” of the famous “Night Before 
Christmas” poem was written for and read at the famous get-together 
of DREAM '76 held in September 1976 and thus contains names and 
references to that event. However, it is cute, interesting and another 
contribution of one of our “Poetesses Laureate” so it is presented for 
your enjoyment. 


T'was the night before Christmas and all through my place 
Not a petticoat stirred, not even the lace 

While snug in my nightgown, like every TV 
I dreamt of the girl that’s really me. 


My hose, full of runs, were strung up with care 
In hopes that St. Nick would bring me six pair 
My wigs were pinned secure on their blocks 
As visions in ruffles danced neath my locks. 


Then just after midnight there came a loud clatter 
And I woke with a start to the sharp pitterpatter 

Of high heeled boots on my snow covered drive 
And I sprang out of bed to see what was outside. 


Away to the window I flew like a flash 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash 
The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow 
Gave a lustre of midday to objects below. 
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When what to my wondering eyes should appear 
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer 

And the driver, a little old woman, yet lively and quick 
I thought to myself: Can this be St. Nick? 


With the skill of a man she moved round the sleigh 
Adjusting the harness and singing away 

Now Dasha, stay Dancer, hold Prancer and Vickie 
Move Cometa, Cupida, Dondra and Blitzie 


Rudolph’s at home awaiting you girls 
So let's be our best; keep your tails in curls. 
Then in a flash she was back in her seat 
And a flick of her whip brought them all to their feet. 


As dry leaves fly before the wind and storm 

The reindeer and sleigh rose up past my dorm 
And on to the roof her coursers they flew 

With a sleigh full of fashions and Ms. Nicholas too. 


And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof 
As I drew in my head and was turning around 
Down the chimney Ms. Nicholas came with a bound. 


And the huge leather pack slung over her shoulder 
Came crashing behind like a runaway boulder 
My visage must have expressed some alarm 
But a wink of her eye and a wave of her arm 


Soon gave me to know there was nothing to dread 

She was charm from her boots to the cap ‘top her head 
Dressed in a tunic that skimmed round her knees 

Fur trimmed red velvet, as pert as you please! 


And the hair on her head was as white as the snow 
Tied up in a bun with a red velvet bow 

Her cheeks were like roses, her mouth like a cherry 
Her eyes how they twinkled! Her dimples how merry! 
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She spoke not a word but went straight to her pack 
And pulled from its innards a Hanes box from Saks 
Then two pairs of shoes and a purse to clutch 
And a lovely fur coat; it was really too much. 


My heart jumped for joy and I wanted,to shout 
And I took Ms. Nicholas and danced her about 

Thank you, said I, for the Hanes, shoes, and coat 
But whilst I was speaking she passed me a note. 


It was edged round in lace on paper of pink 

And its message made my tired eyes blink 
“TO THE BEARER: A FREE WEEK AT DREAM 

ON THE OREGON COAST, WITH GLORIA, MARILYN, 
AND A SALMON ROAST.” 


“AND RUBY, LINDA, HEATHER et al 
CLASSES ON MAKE-UP AND FASHIONS FOR FALL, 

AND RUSTY TO TEACH YOU WHAT CLOTHES TO WEAR 
AND PATTI TO SHOW HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR.” 


How could she know this most secret desire? 
And I gave her a kiss as we stond by the fire 

She laughed and quickly powdered her nose 

And then with a swish up the chimney she rose. 


And sprang to her sleigh, to her team gave a whistle 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle 


But I heard her exclaim as she drove out of sight 
Merry Christmas to all and to all a Good Night! 
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Dear Virginia: 


I have read with great interest and enjoyment the many stories, 
both fact and fiction, the historic accounts and the theories of and 
about FPia. I have come to realize that I too have thoughts on FPia 
which I would like to express. 1 am a new subscriber to TVia, but I am 
a long time dresser. And, too, like many other FP’s, I have married. 
Having made this step, I realize that I have additional obligations 
and duties other than satisfying my femme-self's needs. I have a wife I 
must satisfy. I must satisfy her as a man. I have duties to my children, 
such as not forcing any undue embarrassments upon them. They are 
too young to understand why “daddy dresses like mommy.” They 
might eventually understand daddy's need to be his femme-self, but 
not now during their childhood. 

My wife married me as a man and she deserves to have a man. If 
she feels uncomfortable around me when I am dressed up, then I must 
limit my dressing to when she is not around. If she tolerates it to 
certain limits, then by all means I must contain my femme-self to 
those circumstances. 

It is very exciting to dream about living our lives as our femme- 
selves, but what are we giving our wives. My wife is not a lesbian. 
She does not want to make love to another woman, nor does she want 
to live the remainder of her life with another woman. She needs to be 
loved; loved by a man the way only a man can satisfy her. 


If she allows me to dress in front of her, I must be just a “girl” friend 
to her — not a lover. Our marriage is based on love and 
understanding for each other's wants and needs. If she understands 
my need to dress up, then I must be willing to understand her need to 
have a man. 


Deanna IL-3S-G 
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Dear Virginia 


I am enjoying your publications. I didn't know that you or TVia 
existed until a month or so ago, and I've been a TV (actually an FP) 
for 40 plus years! 

From my limited reading on the subject, I've come to the conclusion 
I'm probably a typical FP case, and I'm sure my cross-dressing 
inclinations were inborn. My earliest recollection of childhood was at 
age five or six, when I swiped my sister’s panties and was discovered 
wearing them by my kindergarten classmates. 


I have always been fascinated by lingerie and longed to wear 
feminine clothes, but kept these desires pretty much in the 
background thru childhood, college, military duty, and the early part 
of my marriage. 


Shortly after marrying, I began to buy lingerie items in quantity. 
Also, when my wife wasn’t around, I liked to dress in her clothes. 
Fortunately she was about the same size. Periodically I would feel 
guilty about this, believing I was some kind of weirdo, and dispose of 
my purchases. The desire always came back within a month, 
however, and I would find myself again in a lingerie department. I 
must have bought and later discarded well over 500 pairs of panties, 
dozens of slips, nighties, bras, girdles, etc., over the past 20 years. My 
wife never discovered this, although there were numerous close calls. 


A little over a year ago, she bought me The Joy of Sex. She figured 
it was time to jazz up our sex life a little. There is a very brief mention 
in this book on how some women and men like to dress the man in 
feminine clothes for lovemaking. When we both finished the book, she 
asked me what “new thing” I wanted to try out. There were many 
times during our marriage that I wanted to tell her of my desires but 
never had the courage. Now, however, I was determined to put an 
end to my secrecy, and the book gave me an opening. I told her that 
the only item in the book that appealed to me would be to make love 
to her while dressed in her clothes. 


Her reaction was completely unexpected, because she said she also 
read this and thought that it might be exciting! (Sometime later I 
began thinking about her reaction and wondered whether she knew 
of my habit but never let on.) 
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That night she dressed me in some of her best lingerie, including a 
bra, panties, slip, nightie and stockings. Then we made love like we 
hadn't done since our honeymoon. The fact that I was turned on also 
turned her on. I slept that night in her lingerie and the next morning 
she could see that I was in no hurry to take her clothing off. Seeing as 
though she was not outwardly disenchanted with me in her clothes, I 
decided to confess my lifelong desires to her. 


My wite had always been a very loving and understanding woman. 
It took me over an hour to explain all of my desires. The amazing 
thing was that it didn’t upset her a bit, and she was a conservative 
woman. The hardest thing for her to understand was why I waited 23 
years to tell her! She was very concerned about how frustrated I must 
have been all this time. Of course, the reason I didn’t tell here earlier 
was because I was sure that this might lead to divorce. Now when I 
think of all those youthful years that were foolishly wasted due to the 
fear of discovery, I could cry. 


Once this thing was out in the open. my wife continued to amaze 
me. Over the years, I had bought her many frilly nightgowns, very 
lacy panties and other exotic lingerie. She hardly ever wore them, 
preferring more standard items. She then cleared out her dresser and 
gave me all of these items! Needless to say, I was flabbergasted, and 
since that time I have worn nighties every night. 


She saw nothing wrong with me wearing panties and nylons every 
day, commenting that I looked sexier wearing panties then “those 
ugly men's shorts.” She was a little concerned about what would 
happen if I met with an accident and had to go to the hospital, but for 
some reason this never bothered me. The only thing she didn’t want 
me to do was wear a bra to work. (I wouldn’t anyway.) Since that 
time, I have worn under my male clothes any feminine item that 
could not be detected by co-workers, with her full knowledge and 
approval. 


Our love life, which had always been good, got better. The next six 
months were the most fantastic part of my life. Today I don't feel 
dressed unless I'm wearing panties and stockings under my everyday 
male clothing. She began surprising me with gifts of frilly undies. 
What amazed me the most was her comment one day that she would 
like to see how I looked dressed completely as a woman! My eyes 
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must have popped out of my head, and the next day she came home 
with a wig and high heels in my size. I thought the wig was gorgeous, 
and it is now my favorite feminine item. 

She soon had me completely dressed as a woman, including 
makeup. She thought I looked beautiful. I doubt, however, that I would 
ever get up enough courage to go in public this way since there are 
so many female mannerisms to conquer, plus the voice problem. 
There have been four occasions, however, when the kids were gone 
all day that I was able to lounge around the house all dressed up or 
in a peignoir outfit. My wife encouraged this because she saw how 
happy it made me. 


There is a very tragic part to my story. Not six months after all this 
openness began, we discovered my wife was seriously ill with an 
incurable form of cancer. The doctors gave her two years but compli- 
cations set in and she was dead four months later. Her death was a 
crushing blow. Now I'm trying to figure out how I want to spend the 
rest of my life. There are certain advantages to being single if one is 
a TV, but I need someone to share my life with. The problem is 
finding an understanding women that would have the same open 
mind as my wife possessed. I am certain of one thing—she would 
have to know of my needs before marriage. No more secrets! 


That's a brief history of my TV life. I don’t know why I am so 
inclined, but I enjoy every minute of it and consider TVism as ab- 
solutely essential to my life. 


I have begun to read extensively the pertinent literature. The most 
pleasant surprise was finding out that there may be a million or more 
men in this country with similar habits, although I have yet to meet 
another TV. Someday, if I find the courage, I'd like to attend one of 
the FP get-togethers. If I had one wish, it would be that society's 
barriers be lowered so that we could freely appear in public dressed 
as women with absolutely no stigma attached to it. This will probably 
never happen. 


You wanted suggestions on how to fill TVia. Being a new 
subscriber, I would like to see some of your best articles from previous 
issues reprinted. True stories are the best, but fiction is also 
enjoyable. Whatever happens, I hope you don't find it necessary to go 
out of business, especially since I just found you! 


Sincerely, 
Lynn PA—20—N 
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Dear Virginia: 


Well, it is again time to write to you to get another issue or two of 
Transvestia, my favorite magazine. Where else can you get a liberal 
education for so little: Where you can attend class as frequently or 
seldom as you please and still hope to pass? Where you can exercise 
your independence as well as dependence at the same time. Truly I'm 
glad I'm a femmepersonator. I wonder what the drab people do to get 
their jollies? I wonder what it is like to have a brief glimpse of a 
panty or other forbidden item of ladies’ unmentionables and get a 
lift of bloodpressure? I am glad that I can know how it feels to have 
the panties or such that gives me a more lasting charge! Along with 
the full wardrobe that provides me with a peacefulness and long 
lasting relief from tension and strife, I think it makes me look much 
more pleasant to the world as well as making the world look much 
more pleasant to me. (Nuff of this type of discourse!!) 


Little has changed in Marge’s life except that her brother Vic has 
gone back to work. He is now. a bicycle mechanic. Can your 
imagination span that difference? It is supposed to be a light job but 
sometimes I wonder. You get in a hurry and instead of doing repairs 
like the book, you sort of manhandle the situation. That is the one 
thing that goes against Vic's grain. He’d rather womanhandle them! 
Anyway, short hours and some days off, is the main attraction. 


Back to my order. You may send the Transvestias by third class and 
possible save a little. Ido need the medicine contained in them. 


Since I must get ready for work, I must go now. 


Lotsa Love, 


Marge Beam 
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EMERGENCE—A Transexual Autobiography; Mario Martino, Crown, N.Y. 
1977 

Starting with Christine's book there have been a lot of books written by 
male-to-female transexuals. Most of them are pretty superficial and self 
justifying rationalizations. They all use the same phrases and explanations, so 
when you have read one you have pretty nearly read them all. 


This book is different and is a first in more ways than one—it is literally the 
first written from the other side, female-to-male, and the first that really has 
the ring of authenticity and sincerity. I first met Mario in Palo Alto at the 
transexual conference in 1973. Last fall I had dinner with him and his lovely 
wife at their home outside of New York. On both occasions I found him to be a 
very perceptive, sincere and very “together” person. This seems to be one of 
the distinguishing characteristics of the female-to-male individuals in 
contrast to the male-to-female types, who in many cases, (not all, I hasten to 
add) seem rather vacuous, shallow and with a “what do I do now” kind of an 
attitude after achieving the surgery. Maybe it’s because the models the latter 
shape themselves around is too often in our culture a very dependent, passive, 
helpless person. On the contrary men are supposed to be strong, capable, 
independent and assertive and since this is the role model that the female-to- 
male sex change strives for, “he” comes across as more in command of the 
situation. These observations are based on contact with a number of both 
kinds of people. 


Emergence is a very direct, honest and sensitive story of the trials and‘ 
tribulations of someone who literally didn’t fit into the social confines of 
womanhood from an early age. Mario—as Marie—tried desperately to fit in 
even to the extent of becoming a nun in a Catholic convent, but it didn’t 
work. There were many pitfalls and heartaches from the unthinking cruelties 
practiced on her by fellow workers, doctors and even Catholic priests. The 
book comes much closer to letting an outsider into the inner world of those 
whose self image is not in conformity with their physical anatomy and thus 
with the world’s requirements and expectations than most books written by 
sex changed persons. It is well written and worth reading. 
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Fantasies Fulfilled oe 


YOU CAN BE A GIRL TOO!! 
NOT ONLY CAN YOU BE A GIRL, YOU CAN 
BE THE GIRL OF YOUR DREAMS AND YOUR FANTASIES. 


APRIL ADAMS, A LEADING FASHION COUNSELOR 
AND MODEL, WILL HELP YOU REALIZE YOUR DREAMS. 
APRIL'S SERVICES INCLUDE 

MAKE UP CONSULTATION 

SHOPPING SERVICE 

FASHION ADVICE 

CUSTOM CLOTHING 

HAIR STYLING 

CORSETRY 

LINGERIE 

WIGS, COSMETICS 

CUSTOM SHOES 

T.V. SPECIALTIES 


APRIL GUARANTEES STRICTEST CONFIDENCE, LOW 
PRICES, HIGH QUALITY, AND MOST OF ALL, 

LONG EXPERIENCE AND A SINCERE INTEREST IN 
YOUR PROBLEMS AND SUCCESSES. 

FOR CATALOGUE SEND $2.00 TO: APRIL ADAMS 

P. O. BOX 1624 PHILA. PA. 19105 
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Agnes—WA-3-L Jo Anne—TX 


Freida—KS Rosemarie-WA 
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THE WORST NIGHT OF MY LIFE 
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Editor's Note: Although I know who the author of the following piece 
is and although she gave permission to publish it, I have editorially 
deleted the name myself. 


Anonymous 


As for my background, like most of us, probably, I became aware 
of my desire to wear feminine clothing at an early age. 1 was no more 
than six or seven years old when I began to “try on” my mother’s 
panties. 


For some reason, and I cannot remember now even how the subject 
came up, my grandmother came to know of my liking to wear silky 
undergarments. When I visited her, without my parents being present, 
I was allowed to wear panties and one of her slips while she read to 
me. She even let me sleep in those clothes and, somehow, my fairly 
strict grandfather never found out. 


Mama, as I called my grandmother, never told my parents or, as far 
as I know, anyone else. Needless to say, I looked forward with great 
anticipating to those visits to Mama's house! 


Around the age of 10 or 11, I sneaked a pair of my mother's panties 
and a slip into my bedroom and, when I thought the coast was clear, I 
took off my pajamas and put on the nylon underwear. No sooner had I 
done so, than in came Mother. She flipped on the light and caught me 
desperately trying to burrow out of sight in the sheets. She didn't 
scream or even call Father who, I was sure, would have killed me. She 
simply sat on the bed and demolished me by saying that what I was 
doing was perverse and unnatural. The shame I felt was over- 
whelming as I removed her clothes and put my pajamas back on. It 
was a long time that night before I finally cried myself to sleep. 


74 


SEE 


JRansvestia 


My shame was so great that I could not even tell Mama the reason I 
no longer wore my “favorite clothes” at her house during my visits. I 
simply could not bear the thought of anyone seeing me in girl's clo- 
thing. 


Nonetheless, I continued to wear my mother’s panties under my 
regular boy clothes whenever possible. I would take them from her 
dresser drawers and return them to the dirty clothes hamper at the 
of the day. 


I confined my dressing to the panties all the way through high 


.school and was never caught again. 


I entered college, Georgia Tech, which is located in my hometown 
of Atlanta, Georgia, in 1958. A part-time job paid the entire tuition 
cost for my five years at Tech, and provided enough to purchase a car 
of my own, pay for fairly frequent weekend dates and buy my own 
femme-undergarments. 


Both Mother and Father worked and, due to class schedules, I 
usually had a few hours alone before reporting to my own job. During 
one such time, I impulsively decided to go “all the way” just to see 
what I really looked like completely dressed as a girl. 


I put on my own underwear and pilfered the rest from Mother's 
closet. Nylons, dress, bra—they all fitted me! I even applied makeup 
(very inexpertly, I'm afraid) and tied a scarf around my head. I was 
trembling with excitement by the time I had finished dressing. I was 
totally hooked! 


Fear of being caught kept me from going out in public, but | 
dressed completely at home alone whenever I could squeeze in the 
time. 


I dated one particular girl, now my wife for the past 15 years, very 
steadily during my last three years at Tech. We decided to get 
married and I felt morally compelled to tell her of my desires before 
the ceremony. To blunt the force of the shock I knew was coming, | 
told her only that I enjoyed wearing feminine undergarments. 


She was indeed shocked, but didn't call off the wedding. We 
discussed the situation at length and she finally decided that perhaps 
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it wasn't so terrible after all. Believe it or not, on our wedding night, 
she presented me with a beautiful lacy pair of panties and a 
matching slip. I knew then our marriage would be a long and good 
one. 


Over the years she has accepted the fact that I am a transvestite 
and will let me wear panties under my suits and even sleep in very 
feminine nightgowns. She absolutely refused, however, to allow me to 
dress completely in her presence. 


To avoid arguments at home, I hid my dresses, wig, bras, make- 
up, shoes, etc. and told her they had been destroyed. I began to find 
excuses for having to go back to work at night. After carefully 
sneaking an outfit I wanted to wear into the car trunk, I would go to a 
deserted spot to change and then drive around looking in shop 
windows and feel pretty good about how clever I was. I actually got 
away with this behavior for nearly 10 years and, during this period, I 
found out about Transvestia. For the first time, I understood that I, a 
heterosexual transvestite, was not alone. 


My job required some overnight travel, and , naturally, I always 
took along my girl clothes. On these trips, I had much more time to 
devote to my dressing and makeup and the result was, I thought, quite 
acceptable. 


I became bolder over the years and would even shop in crowded 
stores and mingle with people on busy sidewalks. No one, apparently, 
suspected that I was not exactly what I fancied myself to be—a fairly 
tall, but not terrible-looking woman. I have received wolf whistles and 
have had to turn down advances made by men who seemed dis- 
appointed that I was not “available.” 


Then, one night about five years ago, it happened—the night that 
very nearly spelled my ruin. 


Before an impending extended business trip to the home office of 
the company I work for, I purchased two new dresses and all the 
various items I would need to make the visit a memorable one. As 
thing turned out, it was indeed that! 


Upon concluding the first day’s business, I had dinner alone and 
returned to my motel room around 7:00 p.m. After a shower and 
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shave, I donned my femme apparel—all of it, except my freshly 
restyled wig, was new—applied makeup and was off for an evening 
of excitement. 


I left the motel in my car, went to a shopping center and leisurely 
window shopped until the starting time of a good movie I wanted to 
see. I purchased my ticket from a girl who seemed slightly startled to 
see me but, since she said nothing, I was not very apprehensive. The 
lobby was crowded with people who appeared to pay me no par- 
ticular attention. I had to wait a few minutes in the lobby before 
the beginning of the movie and then walked down the aisle and took 
a seat on a vacant row. 


Amost immediately a man came to me and said, “Please come with 
me and bring your purse.” The man was dressed in civilian clothes 
but strapped to his side was a pistol. 


Nearly fainting with fright, I walked back up the aisle to the lobby. 
Before being led to a small office near the concession area, I noticed a 
group of people, including the ticket girl, staring at me very intently. 


In the office, the man who had gotten me from the theater told me 
that he was a policeman and asked my name. Knowing I was totally 
trapped, I told him. As though dispelling any lingering doubts, he 
than asked if I was a man. I told him that I was a man, not homo- 
sexual, and that I was a transvestite. As I sat there experiencing the 
greatest shame and humiliation I had ever known, I thought that I 
would lose control of myself completely. I remember feeling 
lightheaded and found it extremely difficult to breathe. My heart was 
pouding so hard I was actually afraid it wouldd rupture. 


I managed to ask, with the sound of begging in my voice, if there 
was anyway he could let me go. He said that a complaint had been 
made and that he had no alternative but to take me to police head- 
quarters. 


Another man came to the office door and announced that the car 
had arrived. The policeman told me to stand and go with him to the 
car. I had to walk through a group of curious, giggling spectators to 
the door of the theatre. There, I was tummed over to a uniformed 
patrolman who has his marked police car, with lights flashing, 
waiting outside. The patrolman told me to put my hands behind my 
back and snapped handcuffs around my wrists. 
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They were so tighly applied I could see marks from them several 
days afterward. As I was led to the car, the plainclothed policeman 
made a comment causing the crowd, which by this time, had 
gathered inside and outside the theatre to renew their giggling. 
Apparently my humiliation was much better to be seen that the 
movie they had paid to view! 


In the police car, I could control myself no longer. I cried. I could 
feel the hot tears streaming down my face and, because of the hand- 
cuffs, lhad no way to wipe them. 


After what seemed ages, we reached the dingy police station and I 
had to endure the torment of being stared and giggled at all over 
again. 


I was led to a large room and was interoogated by three policemen 
who wrote notes as I spoke. I tried again to explain that I was not 
homosexual, as they no doubt thought, that I was married and the 
father of three children. The policemen found this very hard to 
believe until they found my wallet going through my purse. They 
actually passed it around looking at my collection of family photos 
and my membership cards to several professional organizations. The 
atmosphere became less hostile then and one of the policemen 
showed his sympathy by unlocking the handcuffs. 


Nonetheless, I was photographed both with and without my wig, 
fingerprinted and booked for violating the city morals code. I was 
taken to an office where a detective read me my rights, just like you 
see on television, and asked if I would cooperate by signing a 
confession which had been prepared from my earlier discussion with 
the three policemen. I signed, I was then told that I would remain in 
jail overnight and go to court the next day. 


For the second time that horrible night, I begged. The exposure 
would have totally ruined me. I asked, with tears again flowing down 
my face, if there was any alternative. 


The detective looked at me for a long time and finally said that if I 
could pay a $100 bond and could get transportation back to my own 
car, which was still in the theatre parking lot, I could go. I did not 
have $100 in cash and my checkbook was in the motel room. The 
policeman gave me the telephone number of a local bondsman and, 
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having no real choice, I called him. He agreed to come and pay the 
$100 bond in return for a check for $150. 


The bondsman arrived, after what seemed an eternity, paid $100, 
and told me to come with him. The humiliation actually intensified 
when I reached his car and found that he had brought along his girl- 
friend. She seemed fascinated by my appearance and couldn't under- 
stand why a man wearing women’s clothing was breaking the law. 
She, like the others, asked whether I was homosexual and, although I 
was sick of answering it by this time, I again explained that a trans- 
vestite was not necessarily a homosexual. 


I was driven to my car and then followed to the motel where I wrote 
a $150 check to the bondsman. He told me that the $100 bond would 
take care of the charges and, unless I hoped to reduce the fine, I was 
not required to appear in court. Naturally, I decided not to appear. 


The next day, after trying to behave as normally as possible 
through the conference I was attending, I disposed of all my femme 
attire and vowed that I would never again dress in anything other 
than male clothing. 


For an entire week, I apprehensively read the daily newspapers 
published in the city looking for an account of my arrest. Thank God, 
nothing ever appeared. I had gotten off without anyone who actually 
knew me finding out. 


I kept my vow for three of the past five years. Then I could no 
longer contain my desires to dress up. Until very recently, however I 
wore only lingerie very discreetly under my male clothing, Finally, as 
the enclosed self-made photos show, I decided to go “all the way” 
again. When I dressed completely for the first time since that awful | 
night five years ago, the feeling of exhiliration and freedom was as | 
overpowering as I remembered it to be the first time I tried on my 
mother’s dress. | 


I don't have the courage to “go out” dressed as I once did, but the | 
urge is certainly there. I recognize now that going out undetected in 
public while dressed as a woman was a way to gain acceptance of my 
borrowed gender. 


For this reason, I would like to apply now for membership in FPE 


Jes, 
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and, through the organization, perhaps regain the feeling of 
acceptance without the risk of repeating my nightmare. 


I think I have matured enough now to realize that I am a trans- 
vestite without any real hope of ever permanently shedding this 
aspect of my life, and really, I have no desire to change this. 


Thank you, Virginia, for the help you have given me and , I'm sure, 
many others through Transvestia and your other work in the field. 
Someday, perhaps, it will come to pass that we will be able to 
indulge ourselves without the fear of exposure and ruin but, until 
then, we really need you! 


Nancy—CA-116-W 


, A TRUE STORY 


FASCINATING JOURNEY 


Nancy Ames — ACO 


I have been dressing as a woman for many, many years. I really 
enjoy it and it is relaxing. However, my wife does not approve and so 
Nancy has been kept in suitcases except for the few one-night stands 
while travelling, when she would go to a movie, or out for dinner. 
Recently my brother made a decision to change employment which 
required moving to a new city. Plans were made and Nancy's 
wardrobe was placed in a mini storage so that access and departure 
would be easy. Also, I own a 31-foot travel trailer that would serve as 
my home during the move. My wife would stay to sell the home. I took 
the trailer home for her to pack and after about three days, I was on 
my way. I pulled by the mini storage to pick up Nancy's things. Since 
I was going to be along in the trailer for about one month, I stopped 
at the nearst rest area to hang my wardrobe in the closet and to put 
wig, shoes and lingerine in their proper place. When I opened the 
closet, there hung my wife's most beautiful and expensive outfits. Since 
we are the same size, I felt maybe she had done it intentionally to 
keep me home and busy with Nancy. That is still a possibility. 
However, I felt that with the additional clothes plus the four new 
outfits I planned to buy, Nancy was all set for full-time living. 


The first time enroute was made after only about three hours of 
driving. I couldn't wait. I pulled into a rest area and went back to the 
trailer to change. After a shower, shave and going my nails plus 
putting on panties, bra, hose and my wife's latest pant suit, I was 
ready for the month ahead. I had waited so long and was so excited 
that the next 100 miles passed without my noticing. I checked into a 
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park and deposited the trailer. The people in the next trailer watched 
as I unhooked. They probably had never seen a woman with a trailer 
travelling alone. As I finished unhooking, the woman who managed 
the park stopped by the front of the trailer to chat. She mentioned 
that she was recently divorced and managing the park gave her 
something to do. She said she didn’t get many women alone pulling 
into the park and admired my courage and ski]. Without thinking I 
invited her into the trailer for a glass of lemonade. She entered first 
and as I glanced at the couch I was horrified. There were Dick's shirt, 
pants, sweater and shoes on the floor together with Nancy's empty 
wig head. I was so excited when I dressed I neglected to put them 
away and I didn’t think about a guest. Her name was Sally and she 
questioned me about them. I thought there was no point in lying so I 
simply told her I was a man that took pleasure in dressing as a 
woman. Salley said, “I can't believe it, you are very convincing as a 
woman!” As I picked up Dick's clothes and headed for the closet 
Sally said, “Please don’t change back. I am not offended. If you enjoy 
being a woman then be a woman. In fact, I would like to be your girl 
friend.” I was shocked. I didn't expect that reaction from her. 


Sally was a very attractive woman about 35 to 38 years old. She 
asked me many questions about my dressing. She wanted to know 
how long I had been dressing and how often and in general seemed 
very interested in the subject. I felt I owed her something after 
surprising her like I did so I asked her if she would be my guest 
tonight at a fancy restaurant. Sally said she would love to after she 
closed the office at 6:30 p.m. Suddenly Sally's eyes widened as she 
had an afterthought, “Please go as Nancy. I don’t want you to 
change.” I agreed of course, having not thought of doing anything 
else. 


The excitement was too much and I laid down to rest. F awoke at 6 
p.m. and quickly showered and shaved. I selected my lacy pink 
panties, bra, slip and my best girdle. New smoke-grey stockings 
completed my underthings. After make-up I selected a brunette wig 
which was a change from the blonde one I wore that day. Picking my 
dress for the evening was difficult because I had so many to choose 
from. I selected a pink chiffon cocktail dress, silver high heel sandals 
and matching bag. My wife’s mink stole topped off the outfit. I 
checked my bag to make sure I had my keys, lipstick, compact, 
money and all of the things girls need. 
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I drove around to Sally's apartment, walked up to the door and 
knocked: She took a while to let me in but when she did—WOW. She 
was dressed beautifully. Sally, raved about how nice I looked. She 
said she was so glad to have a woman like me for companionship. 


We drove in town to a lovely restaurant that Sally had picked. We 
entered and made reservations for two. They said it was a 45-minute 
wait so we said we would be in the lounge. We took a table and both 
ordered a drink. Sally said this would be her first meal out since her 
divorce since she didn’t like going to a restaurant and lounge alone. 
The 45 minutes passed quickly since Sally and I were involved in 
girl talk. We were ushered to our dinner table and Sally led the way. 
She was about 5-foot 6-inches tall, a little taller than I am, but tonight 
she wore wooden open toe shoes with about a 2-inch platform which 
made the heels six to seven inches high. My heels were high but she 
was much taller and as a consequence seemed to take charge. We 
had a delightful dinner and lingered over a bottle of wine. Sally told 
me it had been so long since she had been out for dinner and since it 
was only 8:30 p.m. we ought to find something else to do to make it a 
long evening. We decided to call on a girl friend of Sally's who was 
alone and Sally hadn't seen for some months. Sally called her and we 
were welcome. A short drive to Betty's place and I was introduced as 
Nancy, “a visitor to the trailer park.” We sat and discussed feminine 
subjects for the next four hours which was really a delight for me. 


The evening came to a close too soon. I dropped Sally at her 
apartment and told her I would be leaving in the morning. She sat in 
the car trying to convince me to stay a couple more days which I 
wanted to do in the worst way. However, I had commitments down 
the road and had to move on. She promised to drive the 350 miles 
that would separate us and spend another weekend with Nancy. 


The next morning I dressed in denims, sweater, tennis shoes, wig 
and make-up and went out to hook up the trailer and as I finished 
and was ready to depart, Sally came over and told me what a 
wonderful evening she had had, and that she really enjoyed Nancy. 
She begged me not to change and said she would join me shortly. 


There is much more to my month long story of living as Nancy but I 
will save more for another issue of TVia. 


—— es 4 
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LEE'S MARDI GRAS ENTEAPRISES, INC. 
(Formerly Queens Publications) 
565 Tenth Avenue (one flight up) 
New York, N.Y. 10036 
(212) 947-7773 (12 noon til 6 p.m. only please!) 


HOURS: 12 pm til 6 pm (Monday thru Friday) 
Late Night 12 noon til 8 pm (Thursaay) 


Come by and say hello we have clothes, 
lingerie, wigs and one of the largest 
collection of books and magazines on the 
subject of transvestism in the world. To our 
knowledge we have every book and 
magazine currently available on the subject 
from ALL publishers including: MUTRIX, EROS 
GOLDSTRIPE, CHEVALIER, EMPATHY, 
NEPTUNE and of course, QUEENS 
PUBLICATIONS. : 


Come by and save! 


NOW OPEN ON SAT. !! 
52 PAGE CATALOGUE $1 


La 
Me VY 


IRGIN 
IEWS 
IRGINIA EAST IS EAST 
AND 
WEST IS WEST! 


Ree 


That seems a very appropriate title for this piece and not only shall 
they never meet geographically, I expect they will never meet philo- 
sophically either. You don't know what I'm talking about? Good, I 
shall explain. I am referring to the DREAM get-togethers on the West 
Coast and the Fantasia Fair on the East Coast. Having been to both I 
felt that some sort of appraisal was in order to help you decide where 
to go in '78. I hope you will be able to make one or the other. 


The trouble with undertaking a comparison like this is that it is like 
comparing oranges and bananas. Obviously they are both fruit and 
they both taste good and they both provide nutrition, but beyond 
those similarities they are very different and it would only be a state- 
ment of personal preference to say that oranges are better than 
bananas—or vice versa. So I can't say, and have no intention of try- 
ing to say which one of these two fabulous experiences is “better.” So 
let's lay the ground work first. 


I'll start with DREAM because it is the oldest both in regard to the 
first date and in the number of times it has been held. Also I have 
been to it twice, and to the Fair only once, so seniority gets first play. 


DREAM was, and is the brain child of Marilyn of Seattle, one of my 
oldest friends in the FP world, dating back to 1962 at the famous 
Catskill Conference of about 60 FPs and about 15 wives and several 
psychologists. Marilyn was there and we became good friends. She 
headed up the Seattle-Tacoma area for FPE in its early days and I 
have spent several interesting visits to the area and with the girls that 
made up the group there. I think Marilyn named it DREAM because it 
was her dream personally, as well as a dream for anyone who came to 
it. 
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Marilyn did a lot of preparative work back in 1972 when the first 
gathering was held. (I think I am right that '72 was the first. I could 
not go to it, so it doesn't stick in my memory too well.) Marilyn went 
up and down the Washington and Oregon coast trying to find a place 
that was nice, convenient, attractive and which would put up with 
such an unusual collection of people. She finally found a group of 
condominium apartments right on the ocean in the middle of the 
famous Oregon Coast which was self-contained yet only about 20 
miles from Lincoln City at which she also found a nice restaurant 
with a large banquet room which would welcome a group of FPs “en 
femme.” So she set the operation up there. 


The logistics are pretty complex. You have to fly to Portland, 
Oregon and the line and flight number of everyone is known so that 
arrangements are made to have the local girls pick up the out-of- 
towners at the airport. Everyone is given a badge to wear on dress or 
coat so that he or she can be recognized as belonging to the group. 
Once connections are made everybody piles into somebody's car or 
camper and sets off for the resort. People arrive at all times of the first 
Saturday and Sunday. The condominium layout consists of one large 
building 3 stories high but divided into six sections with a flight of 
stairs for each. At each level there are two apartments. Each of the 
apartments is owned by a separate family and thus are decorated in 
terms of paint colors, drapes, furniture and rugs as suits the taste of 
the owners. Thus no two apartments are alike. However, they are all 
expensive and the owners must be pretty well heeled since they are 
all furnished beautifully with electric stoves, refrigerators, toasters, 
mixers, etc. in the kitchens. Each apartment has a master bedroom 
with a large double or twin beds and a smaller bedroom with twin 
beds in it. Each has a balcony overlooking the long, wide, beautiful 
beach. In short, they are luxurious places and because one is living in 
the midst of luxury, it rather puts everyone on their best behavior and 
dress to live up to the place. 


The program of the week consists of several sections: (a) a woman 
who runs a regular charm school for women in Portland comes down 
together with several of her assistants and provides classes all week 
in deportment, charm, beauty, culture in the form of classes in wig 
care, color coordination and dress selection, and personal evaluation 
and consultation. You can sign up for whatever classes you wish. (b) 
there are two all inclusive banquets held in the restaurant in Lincoln 
City to which the whole crowd in their daintiest evening gowns are 
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bussed by a most accommodating bus driver. Until you have been all 
gussied up in your prettiest formal with your wig freshly dressed and 
wearing your lovely silver or gold evening sandals, wrap, etc. gather 
in a bus with 30 other girls in the same condition, you don’t under- 
stand what being saturated in femininity really means. The banquet 
provides not only food-and an opportunity to be seen in your best, but 
fashion shows, award giving, entertainment and good food. (c) there 


are several meals in the recreation hall of the condominium estate 
where talks are given, questions answered, discussions carried on and 
a general opportunity to meet everyone else occurs. (d) In the 
evenings practice is given in hostessing suppers and cocktail parties 
in which everyone participates in one way or another so that 
everyone gets some experience in giving parties and playing hostess 
for the occasion. These can get pretty convivial particularly after 
midnight. (I might suggest that anyone going to either the East coast 
or the West coast make a point of getting about 12 hours sleep a 
night for the week before going in order to lay in a stock of rest 
because you won't get much of it either place.) 


That is a sort of once over lightly of the way DREAM works. Its most 
salient feature might be listed as (1) very posh surroundings tending 
to make everyone feel on their best and most ladylike; (2) a lot of 
teaching of various aspects of femininity by professional charm 
school instructors: (3) a dress boutique where you can buy clothes 
and a wig salon where you can buy wigs, get advice about them and 
get them set for the special occasions and (4) all operations are either 
at the resort itself or by bus to the restaurant in town. You are not 
free to wander around the town but you are free to walk as far as you 
wish up and down the beautiful sandy beach. 


When it is all over, and it is very sad when that time comes, a whole 
bunch of weird looking men invade the ladies’ sanctuary and start 
driving away in cars, some to home and most to the Portland airport. 
It becomes almost impossible to relate these ordinary men in their 
loose and casual traveling clothes to the bevy of beautiful women 
that you were immersed in the night before at the farewell banquet. 
It's really quite a shock, women really are nicer then men I've always 
said. But it is over until the following year and you go home with fond 
memories and a lot of frustration during the coming year that there 
are no occasions for getting all fancied up in your pink formal with 
fur stole and high heel slippers to go out to a banquet or a party. But 
cheer up, it’s only 28 more weeks until DREAM 79. 
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Meanwhile, on the East coast, there is Fantasia Fair, which I 
attended for the first time this year. When I say “meanwhile” I don’t 
really mean they'are going on at the same time. Actually you 
could go to both since Fantasia Fair, 1978 will be October 13 to 22, 
while DREAM is the latter part of September, probably the 23rd to 
October 1, I don’t know exactly. So if you were rich in both money 
and time’you could get them both in. The Fair is held at Province- 
town, Massachusetts, on the tip of Cape Cod. Boston is the point of 
entry for most people who arrive there from all over the United States 
and transfer to the little airline that hops across to the Provincetown 
airport. I didn't come that way, so I don’t know about that flight, but I 
did take a sightseeing flight around the cape in a 35-year-old Stinson 
for about 15 minutes and as we used the same airport, I saw the 
planes that are used on the Boston run. Although they are small by 
airline standards, they look to be perfectly O.K. Certainly a lot better 
than that old Stinson with its noisy propellor right out there in front of 
you. I flew up from New York on New England Air and landed at 
Hyannis, which is at the base of the cape and 25 or 30 miles from 
Provincetown. My old friend Linda was kind enough to suggest that 
connection and good enough to drive down and pick me up for the 
drive out to Provincetown. 


Now a word about the location of Provincetown before getting into 
the Fair itself. It is almost on the tip of Cape Cod. It is the place that 
the Pilgrims actually landed first on arrival from England and where 
they stayed for several months before going across the bay to 
Plymouth in order to step on the famous rock. As a result, there is a 
very interesting museum of the history of the area located at the base 
of a tall granite monument erected to the memory of those first 
settlers. The history of the place is fascinating and the town itself well 
worth exploring. That exploration will largely involve walking up and 
down Commercial Street which is the waterfront street on the lee side 
of the cape and where all of the hotels, restaurants and other stores 
are. Bedford Street is one block inland and it runs for the length of 
the town, too, but it is jut a road with little of interest on it. Cape Cod 
also boasts a lot of sand dunes, which can be explored by dune 
buggies and some wooded areas that can be explored by bicycle. If 
you wanted to do it by horseback, they are available, too. 


The town is very quiet and old-fashioned. I think that with the 
exception of the monument, the highest structure in town is three 
stories. There are all kinds of leather, silver, ceramic, copper, needle- 
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work, and other specialty shops together with gift shops, bars, res- 
taurants, curio shops, hotels, etc., scattered along Commerical Street. 
You could easily spend two or three days doing nothing but 
exploring them all. 


The center of activity of the Fair is at the Crown and Anchor Hotel 
in the center of town. Here was the registration office, the hospitality 
room, the piano bar where everyone gathered at night, a pool and 
billiard room, a swimming pool and a large room at the rear where 
we had evening meals. Sleeping assignments were partly at this 
hotel, partly at the Oceans Inn down the street about a half mile 
and at Hargood House about a mile away. Perhaps some were 
billeted elsewhere but those were the threeI knew about. I was put in 
Oceans Inn run by two charming gay boys who were very nice to me 
and to all our crowd whenever any of them stopped in. The rooms 
were in an old building in the back, very warm and comfortable and 
in front was the bar and a small restaurant. I really enjoyed my stay 
there. 


Activities at the Fair involve two classes held each morning, 
a charm, dress, deportment, and general counselling session run by 
Paula, one of the New England girls who organized the course herself. 
She was kind enough to tell me that a lot of it came from my book on 
How to be a Woman Though Male. The other was taught by Elanda, 
another one of the group who had been a dancing teacher and there- 
fore was trying to teach her “students” a little about more feminine 
grace and body mechanics. I regret that I was not able to attend one 
of her classes, but there seemed something else required my attention 
every morning. We had a symposia in the Unitarian Church for the 
benefit of the participants but also of the townspeople. Ariadne Kane, 
who was the organizer and major domo of the Fair and of the Out- 
reach Foundation, Nancy Ledins who was the Coordinator of the Fair 
and a psychologist, and Virginia Prince, an old gal from the West 
who's been around for quite a time, were the speakers. We tried to 
deal with the subject of cross-dressing and androgeny for the 
enlightenment of those who attended and from the comments atfter- 
ward I guess we succeeded pretty well. After the talks we adjourned 
to the basement of the church where we had a pot luck dinner pre- 
pared by an old friend whom I had not seen in ten years or so, Irene of 
Montreal and her assistants. This symposia was placarded all over 
town in all the shops, and in the beauty shop, where I went for a hair do 
after wandering around in the rain in New York only to emerge from 
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the shop all prettied up and had to walk home in the rain, but for- 
tunately under an umbrella. These placards served to let the local 
populace know that we were in town. In fact, it wasn't too difficult to 
tell us from the local women, because we were by far the best dressed 
women in town. Provincetown being a resort town to begin with and 
this being the middle of the week at the end of the season there was 
no reason for the local women to dress up so they just sloshed around 
in boots, jeans, shirts and lumberjacks. 

Fantasia Fair too sported a fashion show and an awards banquet 
and a “talent” night wherein several of the girls sang, gave readings, 
or performend skits. The audience for these goings on were not just 
our members but anyone else in town who wanted to crowd into the 
back room bar and watch the festivities. 

We had our final banquet at the Provincetown Inn which is a large 
and rather swanky motel-hotel operation at the far end of the town. I 
was told that the Fair managers had tried to arrange accom- 
modations there the first two years without success. This time they 
took us in for the final banquet though it was not in their main dining 
room. Now it seems, the town has found out that although FPs are 
a little unusual, they are harmless and thus the Inn is now bidding for 
the Fair's business next year. It just takes a little example and 
education and what do you know it turns out that FPs are pretty nice 
people after all and more to the point, their money is just as green as 


anyone elses. 
Now, as I said at the beginning, it is not possible to compare 


oranges and bananas, it is only possible to contrast them. So consider 
these points in contrast to what I said about DREAM. Cavalier by the 
sea is a series of expensive and beautiful apartments—the seaside 
getaway for some pretty well-to-do persons who are willing to rent 
them out. Thus, there is a tendency to want to “live up” to your sur- 
roundings. Moreoever, the complex is more or less isolated so that 
while you have complete freedom of the complex, it is off of the road 
and out of town so that except when bussed into town for charm 
classes or banquets you are not involved with anyone other than 
those connected with DREAM or the staff of the complex. At the Fair 
on the other hand, you are in a summer resort city where everything 
is aimed at the casual and relaxed side. The accommodations are 
quite comfortable and adequate, but resort accommodations are 
never much more than that. On the other hand, you are right in the 
the middle of town and everybody in town knows that Fantasia Fair is 
going on. You are welcome in all the restaurants, curio shops, and 
anywhere else. Some restaurants give small discounts on breakfasts, 
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etc. They are very friendly. How can this be? Largely because there 
are a lot of gays who live in town—the hotels are operated by gay 
men, some other shops seem to be run by gay women. Because the 
gay population is large, well known and has been part of the town for 
years, they tend to be more acceptant of other kinds of people. There 
were no incidents that I heard of during the five days I was there, 
though I did hear that some high school kids had pulled one of the 
girls’ wig off a day or so before I got there. But the townspeople that I 
met were very friendly and very interested. 

One interesting observation: most FPs worry to some extent about 
whether they will be read and keep a sharp eye on other people in 
the vicinity to see whether it has occurred. From force of habit, the 
FPs in Provincetown would go out in the street and start to run that 
same check up. After a little time when they found that people didn’t 
seem to care about them even though they knew that they were FPs, 
the whole problem of what one was wearing became trivial, and it 
became possible for maybe the first time in their lives to simply be a 
person without much concern about what they were wearing. In 
other words, since others didn’t make something of it, neither did the 
FPs. This was a very awakening experience for a lot of them and it 
could only take place in a town like Provincetown. 


So while DREAM has the “class” and the classes, the Fair has the 
casual and the acceptance and openness. In short, you won't “learn” 
as much at the Fair as at DREAM, but you will have a more open, real- 
life experience at the Fair than at DREAM. If I were to give you 
advice and figuring that very few of you would have the time and the 
money to do them both the same year, I would suggest that you do 
the Fair one year and DREAM another. It doesn’t make much 
difference in which order. 


I should also point out that although I have no previous acquain- 
tance with Ariadne Kane who is the principle person behind the Fair, 
Betsy and Linda who are also on the Board of Directors of it and who 
helped get it underway in the first place are both long time friends of 
mine. Both were active in the original Gamma chapter of FPE in the 
Boston area. So I have long time relationships with people active in 
both DREAM and the Fair and I have no reason to favor one over the 
other. They are both great, and I'm very pleased that such 
opportunities exist for our people on both coasts. So although East 
may never meet West, easterners can come West to DREAM and 
westerners can go East to the Fair, and I hope you all will in due 
course do both. 


=> § —____—. 
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HOW SMALL. WAS 
YOuR TOWN ? 


THE 'MAIN DRAG WAS } 


A TRANGEVESTITE. 


“Isn't it amazing what some TVs 
will wear to attract attention!” 


~~ JRANSVESTIA 


PRICE LIST 


TRANSVESTIA ... A magazine written by, for and about men with 
a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 

Per Copy, Issues 63 and after are available (except 65,71) ..... $6 
Annual Subseription 4.007 See eee ae. et eee) ee $36 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE ... A discussion from both 
points of view. Includes many letters from understanding wives. 
Written simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, others to 
(EEROLEP IED NOC | tewcincterehemeter dyOreeeyeetigl me etree ee el Re Pe $5.00 


HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE ... A complete guide for 
the cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body alteration, 
clothing, jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour patterns, public 
conduct, legal aspects and change of status. ..............-0- $8 


UNDERSTANDING CROSS DRESSING ... The only book every pub- 
lished which examines the subject of cross dressing in depth, its pos- 
sible causes, its problems and its satisfactions. An understandable 
explanation for both cross dressers and interested outsiders ... $6.50 


FATED FOR FEMININITY ... Fascinating story of a high school boy 
who wanted to be a cheer leader, but ended up as school beauty 


queen, most popular girl, and eventually the bride of another pretty 
C75 agreed Ry beaker tia eee tom ot sete acai lus. $5.50 


TALES FROM PINK MIRROR ... This book was not published by 
Chevalier, but is available to readers. It is a long story, profusely 


illustrated about a boy's conversion to a girl in a special school. .... 
Illus. $4.50 


THE BIRTH OF BARBARA ... Paul and Amy’s marriage was falling 
apart till they decided to switch roles. Paul eventually becomes 
Barbara, finds he likes the role, the housekeeping, the clothes. They 
live happily as sisters with Amy earning the living and Barbara the 
RSUCCWIC ee ee ee et ee nt tnt nat, t encta orate erly Illus. $5.50 
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I AM A MALE ACTRESS ... Reporter impersonates a star, makes a 
hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, they live 
@SISISUOTSIA, sig. oie ee I ee on ss hg Illus. $5.50 


THE TURNABOUT PARTY . My A neighborhood turnabout party with 
a valuable prize leads George's wife to decide they MUST win. She 


converts George to Sally and they do and find a lot of new FP friends 
eae. 8S, ¢ Fe es ie? One, ae bs eae att Illus. $5.50 


IF YOU CANT LICK 'EM, JOIN 'EM ... A high school boy finds 
himself outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a penalty, required 
to maintain role by sisters, joins a sorority. Accepted by his family 
he gets job, meets girl, falls in love, reveals all, they become en- 
gaged. In two parts. 


PARTI DOWN TO DEFEAT ...............2.. Illus. $4.50 
PARTII MARILYNMAKESIT .....:.......... Illus. $4.50 


SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE ... Two young boy cousins 
become girls, attend girls’ school to work with British Secret Service, 
which leads to many adventures as girls. ............. Illus. $4.50 


HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS ... Steven gets fed up with his 
wife’s borrowing his things, decides to show her how it is and borrows . 
hers. Neither will give up and things progress until Steven becomes 
Stephanie... and stays that way. ...............00 cee eee $3.50 


Issues 20 and 5] are available at a special close-out price, but 
50 cents postage is required. ..............2.005 Per copy $2.50 


A number of issues other than those listed above have been re- 
purchased from subscribers. These may be bought, when available, 
for $6 each. If we don’t have the issue you need, put a hold on it— 
first come, first served—and we will ship when it is available. 


RENTAL COPIES 


We have retained a lending library of three copies of all issues 
of TRANSVESTIA. They may be rented for $6 per copy, $3 of which 
is a deposit and will be refunded or applied to something else upon 
returning the rented copy. This way you can read every issue from 
No. 1. 
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: TO HELP WITH POSTAGE, PLEASE ADD 10% TO ALL ORDERS. | 


MERCHANDISE 


M2 JELLY KIT, FOR INSERTS: Consists of two chemicals— 
one liquid, the other a powder. When the powder has been soaked in 
water overnight and injected into the inserts, followed by the liquid 
and enough water to fill them properly, a soft, non-flowing jelly 
results. This may be colored to skin tones with liquid makeup. The 
jelly-filled inserts give the breasts a natural softness and weight. 
Worn in an elastic strap bra they bounce and flow as one walks just 
like a natural breast. Full instructions provided, also suggestions for 
producing cleavage”. A. PRIS. ee JELLY KIT $6 


M4 REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring special bra 
sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own, the inserts can 
be obtained separately. ..............4.. INSERTS, PER PAIR $6 


M8 MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring-a larger bust, it is 
possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast replacement 
after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than the regular type 
and have an extended part that fits under the arm where the lymph 
glands have been removed by surgery. This provides fullness in this 


area that no ordinary falsies of any type can give, thus being more 
natural on a larger figure. ............... INSERTS, PER PAIR $6 


NOTE: M9, M10, and M11 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. They 
are supplied to you as “blanks.” That is, they are cut to size and 
shape but are left in a rough finished state to be trimmed to final 
smoothness and shape by the user. This may be done with any sharp 
scissors. To supply the items in finished smooth condition would 
require much more time and consequently a much higher price and 
they might still not exactly fit the needs of the purchasers. 


MS “PHANTOM PHANNY”: Two separate shield-shaped plastic 
foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the buttocks 
cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s derriere to more 


feminine proportions. They are washable, comfortable and undetect- 
able. One size only...........000002 ese eees ... PER PAIR, $5.50 
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M9 HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic cut into 
approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. Since the 
exact shape and size desired will vary, they are intentionally left in a 
rough finished condition to be further shaped, trimmed and smoothed 
to the desired contour by the wearer. Easily cut with scissors. When 
wom under a girdle, they add about an inch of “hip” on each side. 
These are “wrap-around” pads, not just a narrow piece of foam wom 
over the hip. Under a girdle with the front pad (which they are 
designed to match with) they give an entirely feminine and smooth 
pelvic outlines .§ Wied a oS ey APH PER PAIR, $7 


M10 FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T-shaped foam pad pre- 
shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front to hold 
the male organs up against the stomach. Rough finished to allow for 
further trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use 
of this pad will give the “flat-front” look so much desired without 
binding and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” that fits back between 
the legs and fills this area when worn under a pantie and girdle or a 
pantie girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. Wear with a lubri- 
cated sheath for greatest comfort.............. PAD, EACH $5.00 


Mll SMALL FRONT PAD: Designed to cover the male organs when 
they are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be worn under 
bathing suits, shorts, tight slacks. Gives smooth, rounded feminine 
Gonied).<d3 enadvec @og-avlt Gadsos ait dads tease hat PAD, EACH $3.50 


All items are sold on a cash in advance basis. C.O.D. and open 
account orders can not be honored. Canadian subscribers should 
make payments in U.S. funds by postal money orders or brank drafts 
not by personal checks. 

Other foreign customers should pay by checks from their bank 
drawn on a U.S. corespondent bank and in US. funds. Allow extra 
money for postage and a credit slip for the excess will be returned 
with the order. Foreign postage is higher than the 10% applicable to 
domestic postage. 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 90036 


Publication Policy 


Transvestia is composed primarily of material submitted by its readers. Fiction, 
articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, pictures — all are welcome. 
The greater the variety of material the more interesting the magazine will be for 
all. It is published for the enjoyment of all heterosexual cross-dressers and as 
your magazine, your support is needed. Material is solicited on the following 
basis: 


1. All contributions resulting in five or more printed pages will be entitled to 
one free copy of the magazine whether that issue or any other. Such free copies 
will become payable upon publishing the material, not upon submission. There 
is no way to getermine in advance which issue a particular piece will appear in, so 
please do not ask for a free copy of the issue in which your contribution will ap- 
pear. After it has appeared you will be sent a credit slip for any issue. 


2. The editor must reserve the right to cut or edit submitted material for suit- 
ability and the free issue payment will be based on the final printed page. Shorter 
material will simply be accepted as your contribution to the interest and enjoy- 
ment of all readers. 


3. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and stamped en- 
velope provided. 

4. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be sub- 
mitted. The editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability and to edit, 
alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed in the best interest of the maga- 
zine to do so. 


The Society for the Second Self 


This is our social organization. Application for membership in the Society (more 
informally known as Tri Sigma Sorority) may be made after fulfilling either of 
two prerequisites: a) having purchased from Chevalier Publications and read any 
five issues of Transvestia or b) purchasing and reading a copy of a special book- 
let about the Society obtainable from the Society at the address below. Accept- 
ance into the Society is dependent upon approval of the application payment of 
dues and submission of an information form for use in making your entry in the 
Directory of Members of Tri Sigma Sorority. Admission into local groups 
generally requires an interview by some member of that group. Five or more 
members may form a group and request designation as a chapter. 


Mail Forwarding Service 


A correspondence forwarding service is maintained for members of Tri Sigma so 
that it is possible to make contact with other members near or at a distance. Con- 
tact is made by the use of code numbers assigned to members and personal se- 
curity is thus maintained. 


Ads for goods and services are accepted for publication in this magazine where 
they are appropriate. Ask for rates. 


TRI SIGMA SORORITY 
Box 36091, Los Angeles, California 90036 
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